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"Pre character of SCHILLER, as a dramatic 
writer, is fully eſtabliſhed in this coun- 
try, by the ſeveral tranſlations, which have 
already appeared of his works. Don CARLOS 
was the only one, which remained to be pre- 
ſented to the Engliſh reader—a production, 
which, in its native tongue, has been juſtly 
conſidered as ſurpaſſing all his others, both in 
the extent of its deſign, and in the manner of its 
execution. The ſubject is highly intereſting, 
being founded on hiſtorical events of conſi- 
derable magnitude, and affording great room 
for the diſplay of paſſion, and moral ſen- 
timent. 


Philip the Second of Spain, a monarch of no 


leſs ambition than bigotry, married Elizabeth 
| a2 
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of Valois, (eldeſt daughter of Henry the Second 
of France,) who, it is ſaid, had been previ- 
ouſly betrothed to his ſon Carlos. It is known, 
that this unhappy Prince was put to death, at 
the age of twenty-three, by command of his 
father, under cover of a ſentence of the inqui- 
ſition ; butthe motives of this myſterious piece 
of cruelty are differently related. Carlos had 
conceived a violent reſentment againſt the Duke 
of Alva, and the other miniſters of Philip, 
who adviſed the bloody . perſecution of the 
Proteſtants. in the Netherlands. This high- 
ſpirited young Prince had openly remonſtrated 
againſt ſome of theſe proceedings, and finding 
his exertions of no avail, had reſolved, as was 

alerted, to put himſelf at the head of the in- 
| ſurgents, To thefe political . reaſons for 
Philip's unnatural hatred of his ſon, ſome au- 
thors have added, that of jealouſy. Carlos, 
they pretend, could never diveſt himſelf of 
that affection for his mother-in-law, which the 
proſpect of an union with her had formerly 
created in his breaſt ; and Philip ſeeing, or 


PREFACE. - "ny 


imagining in the Queen a return of love for 
the Prince, facrificed his wife and ſon to his 
ſuſpicions. Certain it is, that both theſe 
murders were publicly laid to the charge of 
Philip, in his own life-time, by the Prince of 
Orange, who declared that they were com- 
mitted, merely to enable that monarch to 
effect a marriage with his own niece, Anne of 


Auſtria, daughter of the Emperor Ferdinand. 


Connected, as theſe events are, with the 
great revolution, which delivered Europe from 
the tyranny of the Romiſh church, the poet has 
been led to interweave with the delineation of 
private feelings, many of thoſe great public 
tranſact ions, whoſe conſequences have reached 
to our own times, and with which the hiſto- 
rical information of Mr, ScuiLLER renders 


him perfectly acquainted®, 


* Beſides his dramatic excellence, Mr. Schilter has ob- 
tained no leſs reputation in hiſtory, of which he is pro- 
feſſor at the univerſity of Jena. His lectures on this 
ſcience are very celebrated, and he has given to the world 


* 
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Of the nature of the Hiſtorical Drama it is 
unneceſſary to ſay much. That ſpecies of 
compoſition, of which Shakſpeare himſelf has 
left ſo many models, is not to be circum- 
ſcribed within the narrow limits of the ancient 
drama, from which it totally differs. Schiller 
has not, in his Don Carlos, compoſed a 
work, adapted to theattical repreſentation; 
but has rather given a dramatic form to thoſe 
great leading principles and events which he 
wiſhed to hold up as important leſſons to man- 
kind. But as, on the one hand, he is not re- 
ſtrained to the common rules of the drama, 
ſo he is, on the other, freed from the minutiæ 
of hiſtorical accuracy. The outline is ſketched 
by the narrator, the coloring filled up by the 


poct. 


In applying theſe obſervations to the work 


the following hiſtorical productions: 1. Hiflory of the 
Thirty Years WWar.-—2. Hiſtory of the Revolt of the United 
Netherlands. —3. Hiſtory of the remarkable Rebellions in 
ancient Times and in the middle Ages. —4. A Collection of Hiſ- 
torical Memoirs from the 12th Century to the preſent Times. 
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before us, the judgment exerciſed by the au- 
thor will appear deſcrving of no ſmall degree 
of praiſe. _ 


The ſtory is built upon the double ground 
of Carlos's love for the Queen, and his intereſt 
in the fate of the Netherlands ; and the ar- 
rangement of the plot and characters is ſo con- 


trived, as to excite a ſtrong ſympathy with the 


former, whilſt it ultimately tends to enhance 
and exalt the latter. Among the very various 
traits, which different hiſtorians have given of 


the character of Philip, thoſe only are ſe- 


lected, which by affecting the ſprings of 
terror and pity, are moſt ſuited to the great 
ends of tragedy. All the ſplendid miſeries, 
all the impoſing vices of the tyrant are deli- 
neated, without exciting diſguſt at the de- 
grading meanneſs of the man. 


Several of the Spaniſh nobility teſtified a 
ſtrong attachment to the Prince Royal in his 


misfortunes. One of theſe, the Marquis of 
I 
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Poſa, becomes a leading character in this 
Drama, preſenting at once a picture of diſin- 
tereſted friendſhip, pure benevolence, and pe- 
netrating ſagacity. His liberal and enlight- 
ened views of policy form a ſtriking contraſt 
with the defpotiſm of Philip, whilſt his ge- 
nerous devotion to the cauſe of humanity ſerves 
to exalt and dignify that, which he ſhows to- 
ward his friend. In attributing to his genius 
and abilities the plan of that revolution, 
which freed the Netherlands from the Spaniſh 
yoke, the author ſeems to have deviated from 
the track of hiſtory, in order to give a greater 
ſcope and intereſt to his fable. 


1 
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With the ſame view, the defeat of the 8 
ni Armada, which did not happen until 
twenty years after the death of Carlos, is 
brought within the time of the drama. This 
circumſtance is with great judgment intro- 
duced, to mark in Philip that magnanimity, 
Which, joined to his penetration and vigi- 
Ance, ſerved as a counterpoiſe to the vieious 
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part of his character: for it is not the mere 
exiſtence of evil, but its combination with 
great energies, which makes it a fit ſubject for 


poetic delineation. * 


Among the hrſtorical facts, with which our 
author has enriched his drama, though not 
ſtrictly belonging to the narration, we may 
alſo reckon the ſiege of Malta (1565), in 
which the fortitude of the Grand Maſter, 
La Valette, and the heroiſm of the knights 


excited ſuch univerſal admiration, 


Other circumſtances are, with no leſs pro- 
priety, interwoven in the courſe of the work. 
In the character of the Grand Inquiſitor, the 
power of that formidable tribunal is forcibly 
depicted, Philip's behaviour toward his father 
is touched with a delicate hand; his ſenſua- 
lity is well deſcribed, in his amour with the 
Princeſs of Eboli; and his imperious treat- 


ment of his miniſters, in his conduct toward 
Alva and Dominick. 
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The hiſtory of this Monarch has furniſhed 
the ſubject of a dramatic production, in the 
French language, attributed to Mercier“; but 
though it bears ſome features of ſimilitude to 
the preſent work of Schiller, there is a ſtriking 
difference in the execution. 


In transfuſing the ſpirit of the German ori- 
ginal into the Engliſh language, we hope it 
will appear, that ſome advantage has reſulted 
from the co-operation of two individuals, 
reſpectively natives of each country. Upon 
this principle we proceeded in our tranſlation 
of Fizsco; and we had, in that inſtance, 
the ſatisfaction to find our opinion confirmed 
by the authority of Mr. Schiller himſelf, who 
has given us the moſt flattering marks of ap- 
Probation F. Fg | 


3 , Portrait de Philippe IT. Roi d'Eſpagne. 


f In a letter to one of the Tranſlators, he ſays, “ It ap- 
'<« pears to me to be a happy thought, that in a work of this 
« kind, where an intimate knowledge of two living. lan- 
ic guages is required, two perſons ſhould unite their exer- 
« tions, ſo that each language might have its repreſentative,” 
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We have further to notice, that the whole 
work is written in the Iambic metre, or blank 
yerſe: and it would be an injuſtice in us tq 
paſs over the diſtinguiſhed merits of our Au- 
thor's verſification, which is at once energetic 
and fluent, This, which conſtitutes ſo great 
an ornament of the original, we have been in- 
duced, by forcible reaſons, to decline attempt- 
ing, in the preſent tranſlation ; convinced 
that an accurate copy in proſe would be prefer- 
able to a faint and haſty imitation in metre. 
Whatever the work may have loſt in this re- 
ſpect, we have endeavoured to compentate by 
the attention beſtowed upon the characteriſtic 
peculiarities .of the Author's language and 
ſentiments. Theſe were our chief objects, in 
which, if we have at all ſucceeded, we ſhall 
not think, that our labor has been employed in 


vain. 
G. H. NOEHDEN. 
J. STODDART. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


| PaiLie II. King of Spain. 
EL1ZABETH of VALo1s, his Conſort. 
Don CaRrLos, the Prince Royal. 
ALEXANDER FARNESE, Prince of Pa RMA, Nephery to the King. 
De Princeſs Royal, Ci.ana EuGENTaA, a child of three years old. 
The Ducheſs of OTLIVAREZ, Firff Lady of the Court. 


The Marchioneſs of Monpecas, | 
The Princeſs of EB0L1, Ladies of the Court. 
The Counteſs of FoenTEs, | 
Marquis of Posa, a Knight of Malta, 1 


FErDINAND of Toro, Duke of ALVA, 

Count of LERNM A, Colonel of the Life Guards, | 
Duke FERIA, @ Knight of the Golden Fleece, 

Duke of Mepina Sipoxta, High Admiral, 
Den RAIM OD of Taxis, Poſtmaſter General, | 
Donixicxk, Confaſſor to the King. 

The CARDI NAL, GRAND INQUISITOR of Spain, 

Prior of a Carthuſtan Monaſtery. 

A Pacr, attendant on the Queen. 

Don Lovis MER CA Do, Phyſician to the Queen. 

Ladies, Grandees, Pages, Officers, Guards, Cc. 


Grandees of Spain. 


— 


DON CARLOS. 


A0 
SCENE I. 
The Royal Garden at Aranjuex.“ 


Don CarLos. Doulxick. 
20184 


1 DOMINICK, 


„ 

T IIE pleaſing hours of Aranjuez at length are 
at an end. Your Royal Highneſs leaves it un- 
moved; and we've in vain endeavour'd to diſpel 
your melancholy. (Carros caſts his eyes on the 
ground, and remains ſilent, Break this myſterious 
ſilence, Prince! Open your heart to the ſympa- 
thiſing boſom of a father! The quiet of a ſon— 
an only ſon—cannot be too dearly purchaſed by a 
monarch. Your father's power is unbounded, Is 
it poſſible that Heaven, amidſt all its kindnels.to 


* A palace, ſeven Spaniſh miles from Madrid, 'on the river 
ee 


B 


. DON CARLOS. 
you, ſhould ſtill have left one wiſh ungratified ? T 


was preſent when, in Toledo's walls, the noble 
Carlos received the general homage of the princes, 
who preis d to kiſs his hand. In one inſtant fix 
kingdoms were proſtrated beſore you. I ſtood, 
and view'd the high and youthful blood kindling 
in your cheeks ; the princely emotions ſwelling in 
your boſom; I ſaw your eye range through the 
aſſembly, intoxicated with delight—and, Prince, 
that glance ſpoke plainly, © I am ſatisfied.” But 
yet—the ſtill and folemn grief which for eight 
months has been written in your looks, is a myſ- 
tery to the whole court, a cauſe of anxiety to the 
nation. Already has it coſt many a ſleepleſs night 
to the King, your father, and many a tear to your 


mother. 
CARLOS. 


Fino round haſtily. )—My mother: 


| DOMINICK. | 
(Starting. Prince! 
CARLOS; 


Oh! Heaven grant, I may forgive the man who 
made her my mother ! 


DOMINICK. 
Prince! 
CARLOS. 


(Aſſuming a collected air.) —Moſt reverend Sir, I 
have been very unfortunate. in my mothers. The 
firſt adlion of my life was a mother's murder. 
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DOMINICK., 
Can this preſs as a crime upon your conſcience ? 


CARLOS. 

And my new mother—has ſhe not already coſt 
me a father's love?—a love too ſoon eſtranged ; 
for I had no other merit than that of being his 
only ſon. She has given him a daughter, and who 
knows what the dark ſcenes of futurity conceal ? 


DOMINICK. 

This is trifling, Prince. All Spain adores its 
Queon ; and do you alone behold her with eyes of 
hatred? Do her looks, for the firſt time, awaken 
in your boſom a jealous prudence? How, 
Prince! The lovelieſt of a lovely ſex! She, 
whole every geſture is ſtamp'd with majeſty! on 
whom ſcarce two and twenty ſummers yet have 


bloom'd! and who is queen and once betroth'd 


to you—Impoſlible ! Incredible! Unheard of !— 
You cannot alone hate what all admire. You 
cannot be ſo ſtrangely oppoſite to nature. Beware 
Prince, leſt your mother perceive her ſon's con- 
tempt! The wound would be too keen, 


CARLOS, 
You think ſo? 


DOMINICK, 


Has your Highneſs forgotten the Jaſt tourna- 
ment at Saragoſſa, when a ſplinter'd lance grazed 
B 2 
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| loſe your promiſed purple. 


iS -- DON CARLOS 


our beloved monarch 2 The Queen, encircled by 
her ladies, fate on the middle balcony of the pa- 
lace, and view'd the combat. Suddenly a cry 
was heard“ The King is wounded.” All was 
confuſion, and a doubtful murmur reach'd the 


Queen. Ruſhing forward, as if ſhe would have 


thrown herſelf from the balcony, ſhe ſhrick'd— 
The Prince? . No,” her attendants anſwered, 
e it is the King himſelf.” —* Then haſten for the 
« phyſicians,” ſaid ſhe, and ſeem'd to breathe 
again with freedom. {A pauſe. Prince, you are 
loſt in thought. 


CARLOS. 
I am admiring the witty confeſſor, 'whoſe me- 


- mory is ſtored with ſuch inſtructive leſſons. Yet— 
- (with a gloomy earneſineſs) I have heard that ſpies 
and tale-bearers have work'd more miſchief in the 
world, than the aſſaſſin's ſteel or poiſon.” Your 
trouble, Sir, might have been ſpared. If you 


look for thanks; go to the King ! 


© DOMINICK. 

Prince, you do well. Caution in human inter- 
courſe is needful ; but judge with candour, and 
confound not together the hypocrite and friend, I 
mean well to you. 


"1 CARLOS. | 
Then let my father know it not: elſe you will 


NY YO 


ll 
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DOMINICK., 
{Starting.) How ! 


. CARLOS. 


Did he not promiſe you the firſt purple, whick 
Spain ſhall have to give? 


Do MINICK. 
You mock me, Prince. 


CARLOS. 
Forbid it, Heaven, that I ſhould mock that man, 
whoſe ſingle word can raiſe my father's foul to blits, 
or fink it to perdition. 


DOMINICK. 


I would not venture, Prince, to penetrate into 
the ſanctuary of your grief. I only beg your 
Highneſs to remember, that to the afflicted mind the 
church preſents a refuge, which kings themſelves 


dare never violate, and where even crimes lie un- 


diſturbed beneath the ſeal of ſacramental ſecreſy. 


CARLOS. 


No! far be it from me to tempt the keeper of 


that ſeal ! 
DoMINICK. 


Prince, theſe ſuſpicions !—You wrong your 


faithſul ſervant. 
CARLOS. 


Then you had better leave me. (Takes him by 
the hand.) You are an holy man. The world 


LL 


6 DON CARLOS. 


knows that well; yet I'll ſpeak plainly : your way, 
moſt reverend father, is long and tedious, ere you 
can lit down in Peter's facred chair. Much know- 
ledge might overburthen you. Go! Tell this to 
the King, who ſent you hither ! | 


DOMINICK, 
Sent me ? 
CARLOS. 
I ſaid it. Oh, too well, too well I know, that 
T am beſet with traitors. I know, that in this 
court, a hundred eyes are ever turned upon me. [I 
know, King Philip has ſold his only ſon to the vileſt 
ſlaves, and pays for every ſyllable, which they ex- 


tort from me, a price more noble, than he e'er be- 


ſtow'd on deeds of virtue. I know— hut, 
peace, my heart! No more of that! I've ſaid 


too much already. 


DOMINICK. 


The King, Sir, means to reach Madrid this even- 
ing. The court already is aſſembling to attend 
him. I Wait your Higlineſs' pleaſure, 


CARLOS, 


Go on! Il follow you. (Exit Dominick, 
Can ros, after a pauſe, continues.) Unhappy Philip! 
No leſs unhappy than thy ſon! Even now the 
pois'nous fang of ſerpent jealouſy rankles in thy 
foul. Thy alarmed ſuſpicion purſucs a horrid ſe- 
cret ; and madly wilt thou rave when 'tis reveaJ'd. 
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This is no common evil. Thy treaſures may be 
ſcatter'd; thy fleets o'erwhelm'd by tempeſts Re- 
bellion's waves may daſh againſt thy throne—All 
this undaunted may'ſt thou brave—But 


SCENE II. 
Don CarLos. Marquis of Pos. 


CARLOS, 
O ye kind angels !—My Rodrigo !—- 


MARQUIS. 
My Carlos! | 
CARLOS. | 

Is it poſſible? Is it real? Art thou ?—O yes, 
thou art my friend. I preſs thee to my ſoul, and 
feel thy own beating with warmth againſt my bo- 
ſom. Now all is well again: and whilſt, in this 
embrace, I hang on my Rodrigo's neck, my ſick. 
heart recovers. 
| MARQUIS. 

Your. ſick heart ?—-Sick? — And, all is well 
again? What, then, was ill? What needed re- 
medy ? Carlos, your words amaze me. 


CARLOS, . 


But what brings thee back ſo unexpectedly from 
Bruſſels? Whom muſt I thank for ſo joyful a 
ſurpriſe ?—And, aſk I, whom? Forgive the blaſ- 


8 DON CARLOS. 

phemy of my bewilder'd ſenſes, O higheſt Provi- 
dence! Whom ſhould I thank, but thee, All- 
merciful! Thou ſaw'ſt, that Carlos needed a con- 
ſoling angel; thou ſenteſt thy Rodrigo—and do I 
doubt, to whom my thanks are due ? 


MARQUIS. 

Forgive me, deareſt Prince, if I anſwer theſe 
tumultuous raptures only with aſtoniſhment. It 
was not thus, that I expected to find King Philip's 
ſon. Never before did Carlos meet my embrace 
with ſuch ungovern 'd tranſport. A burning glow 
reddens your pale cheek; a feveriſh trembling 
moves your lips. Is this the lion-hearted youth, to 
whom an oppreſs'd heroic nation ſends me? For I 
come not now as Rodrigo; not as the boyiſh 
playfellow of young Carlos; but, deputed from the 
wrong'd human race, I throw myſelf before you. 
Kneeling thus, the provinces of Flanders pour their 
tears into your boſom, and ſolemnly implore of 
you ſalvation. The dreadful time is come, which 
ends their very hopes of liberty. Philip, with a 
tyrant” s fury, rages in the midſt of free-born Bra- 
bant: and your beloved provinces are undone, if 
Alva, the bloody executioner of fanatic laws, ſhall. 
fix the Spaniſh yoke on Bruſſels. Theſe noble 
countries have no refuge, but in the illuſtrious 
grandſon of their great emperor Charles, That 
only hope muſt fail, when his exalted heart forgets 


to beat for human nature. 
1 N 
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CARLOS, 


It muſt fail, indeed ! 1 have nought but tears 
to give: and thoſe tears my own ſufferings de- 


mand, Heaven has abandoned me.—W hy, then, 


ſhould I care for men ? 


K MARQUIS. 
In theſe words 1 do not trace my Carlos; I do 


not trace the noble youth, who, in the general cor- 


ruption, alane remain'd untainted ; who ſtood erect 
and firm amidſt the giddineſs of Europe, and puſh'd 
boldly from his lips the hemlock draught of popery, 
with which for nearly twice ten centuries the world 
had been intoxicated ! Is this he, who freed in- 
ſulted humanity from the gripe of prieſtcraft, from 
diſſembled kingly ſanctity, and from the Woe 
fury of a a ſuperſtitious nation? 


CARLOS, 


 Speakeſt thou of me? Miſtaken man! I, too, 
once pictured to myſelt a Carlos, in whoſe cheek 
the very name of freedom kindled a ready flame. 
But he's no more -The Carlos, whom thou ſeeſt, 
is not the ſame, who bade thee adieu at Alcala. 
Nor he, whoſe youthful boldneſs whiſper'd him, 
that Spain beneath his ſway might emulate the 
paradiſe of God. Oh! vain, indeed, were ſuch 
ideas !—Yet they were lovely—but the dream is 
fled ! 
0 


0 DON CARLOS. 
MARQUIS. 
N dream, 1 Prince ! | And was it but a dream! ? 


CARLOS. 
0 let me weep—weep, on thy heart, my only 
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friend, theſe hot and guſhing tears — For, on 


| this boundleſs globe, far as my father's ſceptre 
| ſpreads its ſway, far as navigation bears his dread- 


eld flag, there is no ſpot, where I can pour out my 


tears none but thy heart, Rodrigo! Oh! by all 
the hopes, which we both have i in Heayen, bereave 


| me not of this laſt refuge |! Drive me not from 


this beloved {| ſpot | ( The Marquis bends over Him in 


Aland emation . Look on me as an orphan gaſt by 


chance before the throne. I know not, what it 
is to have a father ; I am a king's ſon. Oh! if 
the ſuggeſtions of my heart be true; if, out of 
millions, thou alone canſt underſtand my ſoul; if 
creative nature has but form'd: again in Carlos a 
Rodrigo; and in the morn of lite has tuned our 
minds to ſweeteſt harmony; if the tear that gives 
me this relief, is dearer to thee than a mouardh's 
N MARQUIS. - 
Pe than life itſelf, 


CARLOS. 

Jam fallen ſo low—ſo poor am I become, that 

I muſt call to thy remembrance our days of 
childhood; muſt beſeech thee to pay a long-for- 
poiten debt, which was contracted even in thoſe 
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tender years, when thou and I, two boys of wild 
and artleſs manners, grew up in fellowſhip as bro- 
thers. I felt no pain, but to behold thy tow'ring 
ſpirit eclipſe my own : and when, at length, I 
found I could not equal thee, I at leaſt reſolved to 
give thee all my love. I ſtrove to win thy heart 
by a thouſand courteſies and boyiſh proofs of ten- 
derneſs, to which thou madeſt a cold return. Oft 
have I ſtood, and, though thou ſaw'ſt it not, the 
hot and heavy drops hung on my eyelids, when 
thou, neglecting me, didſt preſs the ſons of vaſſals 
in thy arms. Why,” cried I, mournfully, why 
* theſe alone? Am I not alſo dear to thee ?”” But 
thou didſt kneel in cold and filent ſtate before me. 
« This ſervice,” ſaidſt thou, © is due to the king's 


6 ſon.” 
MARQUIS. 


oh! ceaſe theſe childiſh tales, Prince! Even 
now they make me bluſh, 


CARLOS. | | 

This treatment I deſerved not. Thou couldſt 
deſpiſe or torture me, but couldſt not make me 
forſake thee.” Thrice did thy prince ſtand before 


thee as a beggar, to demand thy love, and force his | 
own upon thee : thrice didſt thou turn him back. 

At length an accident effected what the prayers of 
Carlos had fo long ſought in vain. It chanced 
one day in our ſports, that thy ball ſtruck my aunt, 
the Queen of Bohemia. She, thinking 'twas an 
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intended injury, haſtened in tears to tell the King, 
my father. All the youths of the palace were 
ſummoned to appear, that the offender might be 

detected; and the King threaten'd a tremendous 
puniſhment, even on his ſon, ſhould he prove 
guelty, Then faw I thee ſtand trembling at a diſ- 
tance : I, at once, ruſh'd forth, and proſtrate at 
my father's feet, cried out, „ Twas I that did it. 
Let fall your wrath upon your fon.” 


MARQUIS. 


Ah ! why remind me, Prince, of this? 


CARLOS, 


His wrath fell on me. In the fight of all the 
courtiers, who pitying ſtood around, the flaviſh 
puniſhment was inflicted on thy Carlos: I look'd 
on thee and wept not. With the pain my teeth 
gnaſh'd together : but I wept not. Beneath the 
mercileſs laſh my royal blood flow'd down : I 
look'd on thee, and wept not. The King, at this 
youthful boldneſs, was enraged. Twelve dreadful 
hours did he compel me to linger in a gloomy 
dungeon, Never had my obſtinate reſolution to 
win Rodrigo's love, coſt me io much. At length 
thou cameſt, and, weeping aloud, didſt caſt thyſelf 
before me. Yes! yes!“ thou ſaidſt, my pride 
& is overcome, This debt will I repay when thou 
« art king.” no it 76 
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MARQUIS. 
{Grafping his and.) And I will pay it. The 
promiſe which, as a boy, I made, here, as a man, 
do I renew. My time perhaps will come— 


CARLOS. 


Now, now, Rodrigo, Oh! delay it not. The 
time is come. I need thy love.—- 


 MARQUIS. 


Love, deareſt Carlos, is the only thing, in which 
the ſon of Philip ſhall not find me his inferior. 


CARLOS, 


A horrid ſecret burns within my breaſt. It ſhall 
be reveal'd. In thy pale affrighted looks will I 
read the ſentence of my death. Liſten ! Shudder 
with horror; but reply not.—1 love—the Queen, 


my mother. 
MARQUIS. 


Wretched Carlos ! 


| CARLOS. 

No. I reject thy pity. Speak plainly ! Say that 
on all this earth there's no one, whoſe ſufferings 
can match with mine.—Speak ! Thou canſt not tell 
me more, than I already know. I know, it is a ſon 
that loves his mother, The ordinances of nature, 
the cuſtoms of the world, the laws of Rome forbid 
it.—But in vain.— My paſſion boldly tramples on 
my father's rights. I know all this, and yet I 
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love. The path I tread, leads but to death or 
madneſs. My love is hopeleſs - criminal beſet 
with mortal anguiſh, and life-threatening peril— 
and yet I love, 

| MARQUIS. 


Does the Queen know your paſſion ? 


CARLOS, 


Could I reveal it to her? She is the wife of 
Philip; ſhe is this country's Queen. Watch'd by 


my father's ſleepleſs jealouſy, hemm'd in by courtly 


etiquette, how could I cer approach her unper- 
ceived ? Eight torturing months have paſt, ſince 
the King recalled me from the univerſity to attend 
his court, fince I have daily been condemned to 


hear her, to gaze upon her, and be filent as the 


grave Eight torturing months, Rodrigo, whilſt 
the flame has burnt within my boſom, whilſt the 


hazardous avowal a thouſand times has trembled 


on my lips, a thouſand times has died away in 
coward ſilence. O my Rodrigo! that I had one 
little moment—ſhort as the haſty prayer of the 


. dying penitent—to be alone with her. 


MARQUIS. 
Your father, Prince ! Think of your father ! 


CARLOS, 
Ceaſe, cruel man! why name my father to me ? 


Speak of the ſharpeſt pangs of :onſcience, but 


ſpeak not of my father. Betwixt him and me the 
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adamantine bands of nature are for ever toru 
aſunder. | 
MARQUIS. 


You hate your father ! 


CARLOS, 

No! ah, no, I do not hate him; but his very 
name firikes to my ſoul a terror like the agonies of 
guilt. Am! to blame, that cold auſterity nipt the | 
op'ning buds of young affection in my heart? I 
was fix ycars old, when firſt the dreadful man they 
call'd my father, appeared before me. *T'was on a 
morning, when, with careleſs haſte, he fign'd four 
ſentences of death. Thenceforward I never ſaw 
him, but to mark with puniſhment my youthful fol- 
lies. Oh, God! I feel that bitterneſs of ſoul o'er- 
comes me! I muſt be gone—away : away! (Going.) 


MARQUIS. 


No, Prince. Unburden here your heart Sorront 
may find relief i in words, 


CARLOS, 


Often have I ſtruggled with my ſoul ; often, at 
dead of night, when all around me ſlept, I've 
thrown myſelf before the holy image of the Virgin, 
and pray'd that ſhe would warm my heart with 
filial love My prayers were unheard. Ah, Rodrigo! 
canſt thou unriddle to me the decrees of Provi- 
dence ? Canſt thou tell why, among ten thouſand 
fathers, this man was mark'd for mine? Why I 
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alone, among ten thouſand better ſons, was given to 
him? Two more oppoling contraries exiſt not with- 


in the ſphere of Nature; yet has ſhe bound together 
theſe two extremes of human kind, with the moſt 
ſacred ties! Unhappy fate! What ſtrong neceſſity 
impell'd it? Why did two beings, who never met 
before, agree ſo fatally in this one defire? Thou 


ſceſt, Rodrigo, two hoſtile ſtars, which in tlie 


courſe of ages nc'er met but once, then big with 


mutual deſtruclion, they ruſh'd together; but ſrom 


the ſhock recoil'd cternally to endleſs diſtance. 


MARQUIS. 
Alas! I propheſy ſome terrible event. 


C ARLOS. 


Such are my fears. Deadly forcbodings like furics 
haunt me: my good genius ſeems, trembling, to 
contend with thoughts of horror: the miſerable 


| ingenuity of vice creeps through the labyrinths of 
ſophiſtry, till at length it ſtartles on a precipice. O 


Rodrigo! if | thould ever forget in him the father 


—In thy death-like looks I read, that thou under- 


ſtandeſt me.—If I ſhould forget in him the father, 
what would the king be to me ? 


MARQUIS. | 

{After a pauſe.) May 1 venture, Carlos, to make 
one requeſt ? Whate'er you wiſh, however paſſion 
urges you, promiſe to reſolve on nothing without 
your friend, Will you make this promiſe ? 
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CARLOS. 


All, all that friendſhip aſks—I throw myſel 
wholly into thy arms. 


b MARQUIS. 

Tis ſaid the King means to return to Madrid. 
The time is ſhort; if you would ſpeak in ſecret to 
the Queen, no place ſo fit as this; the ſecluſion, 
the unembarraſſed manners of the country, all 


favour it. 
CARLOS. 


That alſo was my hope; but, alas! it was in 


yain. 
MARQUIS. 


Not wholly ſo. 1 am going to wait on her. She 
knows, and ſhe alone, the ſecret of our friendſhip. 
If ſhe be ſtill the ſame in Spain, as ſhe was formerly 
in Henry's court, I ſhall find frankneſs in her. Then 


I may ſpeak to her of her ſon. 


CARLOS, 
Heavenly thought ! 


MARQUIS. 

Her heart ſpeaks in her looks. If in theſe looks - 

I read the hopes of Carlos if ſhe liſten with plea- 
ſure to my diſcourſe—if her ladies can be removed — 


CARLOS, 


Moſt of them are friendly to me—eſpecially the 
Marchioneſs of Mondecar, whoſe ſon I have as page. 
; D 
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MARQUIS. 


Then, Prince, you will be ready to appear at a 


given ſignal, 
CARLOS. 


Iwill, I will— oh, haſten ! 


MARQUIS. 
But what ſhall be the ſignal ? "Tis ſomewhat 
diſtant, and to venture nearer might be unſafe to 


both. 
CARLOS. 


(After fome conſideration. Les; that may ſuc- 
ceed—it muſt, it muſt. About this time ſhe daily 
walks, with her attendants, in the gardens. The 
ſprings are all connected with the fountain of the 
Nereids, which you will fee before the Queen's pa- 
vilion; fortunately they fland ſtill at preſent ; if 
you find means to open this ſingle fountain, all 
the reſt will play at the ſame inſtant, and I ſhall 
know my ſignal. 

 MARQUIS. 
Well imagined! I will not loſe a moment. 


Yonder, then, Prince, we meet again. 
[ Exeunt on different ſides. ] 


SCENE III. 


© The Queen's Reſidence at Aranjuez, 


A ſimple rural Scene, croſſed by an Avenue of Trees, 
and terminated by the Queen's Palace. 


The Queen. Ducheſs of Orrvarez. Princeſs of 
Eno, and Marchioneſs of MonxDECaR, all ad- 
vancing from the Avenue. 


QUEEN, 

(To the Marchioneſs. }J—I will have you about 
me, Mondecar. The gay looks of the Princeſs ſuit 
me ill this morning. See ! ſhe can ſcarce conceal 
her joy at returning to the capital. 


 EBOLIL. 


I own, moſt gracious Queen, that I ſhall ſee 
Madrid again with pleaſure. 


MONDECAR. 
And will not your Majeſty ſee it with the 
fame pleaſure? Shall you depart ſo reluctantly 
from Aranjuez? 


QUEEN. 


Yes; from theſe lovely ſcenes, at leaſt. Here am 
I, as in my own world. This ſpot I long ago ſe- 
lected as my favourite ; here rural nature, the lov'd 
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companion of my youthful years, greets me once 
more; here I retrace again my infant ſports ;- here 
feel the gales of my dear France blow around me. 
Blame not this partial fondneſs ; we all, methinks, 
prefer our native land. 


x | MONDECAR, | 
What! do they ſo in France too? 


EBOLI. 


But how lonely, how fad and liſele are we here! 
tis like the filence of a monaſtery, 


| QUEEN, 
I rather find Madrid thus lifeleſs.— But what 
thinks my Ducheſs? 


Aar 
| May it pleaſe your Majeſty, it has ever been 
the cuſtom, ſince there were kings in Spain, to 
paſs, one month here, another at the Pardo“, and 
the whole winter at Madrid. 
QUEEN. 
Well, Ducheſs, you know I have for ever re- 
ſigned diſpute with you. 


MONDECAR. 
And how gay it ſoon will be in Madrid ! The 


1 palace of the King of Spain, two Spaniſh miles from 
Madrid, on the river Manganarez, T, 
, © 1 


%F 
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Plaza Major already is preparing for a bull-fight ; 
and they have promiſed us an auto da fe. 


QUEEN. 


Have promiſed us ! do I hear that from my tender 


Mondecar ? | 
MONDECAR. 


Why not? They whom we ſee burned are but 


heretics, 
QUEEN. 


I hope my Eboli thinks otherwiſe of ſuch events. 


EBOLI. 


1 humbly beg your Majeſty to look on me as 
no worſe Chriſtian than the Marchioneſs. 


QUEEN. 

Ah! I forget that I'm in 00 more of 
this we were juſt now talking of rural pleaſures. 
This month has haſtened rapidly away. I expected 
from my ſtay here much joy much joy indeed but 
I've not found that which I hoped for. Is it fo with 
all our wiſhes? 

OLIVAREZ. 


Princeſs Eboli, you have not told us what hopes 


Gomez may entertain. May we ſoon ſalute you as 


a bride ? 
QUEEN. 


True. 1 thank you, Ducheſs, for reminding me. 
To the Princeſs.) JI am deſired to intercede with 
you ; but how can I do that? The man to whom I 


give my Eboli, ſhould be indeed deſerving. 
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OLIVAREZ, 
That, Madam, Gomez is—a moſt deſerving 
man—a man whom our gracious Sovereign publicly 
honors with his royal favor. 


' QUEEN. 


That indeed will make him happy. But I would 
know 1f he can love with ſuch a paſſion as merits 
a return of love. That, Eboli, I aſk of you. 


| FP EBOLL 

{Remains in filence, her eyes fix'd on the ground. At 
laſt fhe falls at the feet of the Queen.) Have pity on 
me, my generous Queen; let me not—for God's 
fake, let me not be ſacrificed ! 


QUEEN. 
Sacrificed ! I want no more, Riſe! To be ſa- 
crificed, is, indeed, a mournful fate, Riſe! Is it 
long fince you refuſed the Count ? 


EBOLI. - 
(Riſing. )—Oh, many months. Prince Carlos 
was {till at the univerſity. 


QUEEN. | 
(Starts, and looks at her with an inquiſitive glance). 
Have you well examined the motives of your 
' refuſal ? 
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EBOLI. 


Energetically. Never, my gracious Queen 
never, for a thouſand reaſons, can I conſent. 


QUEEN. 


Jen earneſtly.)—More than one reaſon is too 
many. You cannot love him; that is enough for 
me. Say no more. To the other ladies.) ] have 
not yet to-day ſeen the Infanta. Marcluoneſs, 
bring her to me. 

OLIVAREZ. 


{Looking at her watch. May it pleaſe your Ma- 
jeſty, it 1s not yet the hour. 


QUEEN, 


Not yet the hour for me to perform the duties of 
a mother ? That is ſomething hard. Pray you for- 
get not to remind me of her arrival. A Page 
enters, and ſpeaks in a low voice to the Ducheſs of 
Olivarex, who then addreſſes the Queen.) 


OLIVAREZ. 
The Marquis of Poſa, may it pleaſe your Ma- 
jeſty. 
QUEEN. 
Poſa ! 


OLIVAREZ. 
He returns from France and the Netherlands, and 
requeſts the honour to preſent to your Majeſty let- 
ters from the Queen Regent. 
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QUEEN. 
And is that permitted ? 


OLIVAREZ. | 


(With ſome heſitation.)—In my inſtructions no 
fuch caſe is noticed as that of a Caſtilian grandee 
waiting on a Queen of Spain in her garden, with 
letters from a foreign court. | 


QUEEN. 
Then I will venture to agree to it, at my own 
riſk. ; . 
OLIVAREZ. 


At leaſt I requeſt your Majeſty, that I may 
withdraw the while. 


QUEEN. 
As you pleaſe, Ducheſs. (The Ducheſs retires, the 
Queen beckons to à Page, who alſs goes out.) 


SCENE IV. 


The Quzzx, Princeſs of EzoLr, Marchioneſs of 
MoxpECAR, and Marquis of Posa. 


QUEEN. 
Welcome, Chevalier, to Spain! 
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MARQUIS; 


A country in which I never gloried with ſo 
Juſt a pride as now. 


QUEEN. 


To the two ladies. The Marquis of Poſa in the 
tournament at Rheims broke a lance with my fa- 
ther, and thrice made my colours victorious. He 
was the firſt man who taught me to feel the glory 
of being a Spaniſh Queen. {To tie Marquis.) 
When we laſt ſaw each other in the Louvre, Mar- 
quis, you dreamt not that you would be my guelt 
here in Caſtile, 

 MARQUIS. 

No, great Queen—for then I dreamt not that 
France would yield us the only thing we envied 
her. 
| QUEEN. 

The only thing, proud Spaniard ? Do you ſay 
this to a daughter of the Houſe of Valois ? 


MARQUIS. 
Madam, I fay it to you now—for now you're 
ours, 
QUEEN, 
Your travels have taken you, I hear, through 
France. What do you bring from my much ho- 
nour'd mother, and my dear brothers ? 


o 
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MARQUIS.— 
| (Prefenting the letters.) I found the Queen Re- 
gent ſick, and parted from all other worldly joys, 


but that of knowing her royal daughter happy on 
the Spaniſh throne, 


QUEEN, 

Can I be otherwiſe, with the dear ee 
of ſuch relations? with the ſweet recollection of. 
But, Chevalier, you have in your travels ſeen many 
courts; and, as they tell me, viſited half bane 
| north. Lou ſtaid long in Landon. 


MON DECAR. 


( Looking at the Marguis with furprif An Lon- 
don! 6 Y 
oh EBOLI. 

In We Then the Chevalier has ſeen the 
Queen. of the hereties—and how look d the? | 


” MARauts. 
Almoſt as lovely as the Princeſs ie A 
throne. , 3 
EBOLI, 
Lovely ? PROS 


QUEEN. 


And you now determine to live retired in your 
own country, to be a greater prince within your 
calm abode, than is King Philip on his throne—a 
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free man! a philoſopher !—I doubt much, whether 
you will like Madrid. Madrid is very —— quiet. 


| MARQUIS. 
And even that, the reſt of Europe cannot boaſt, 


QUEEN. 
Abſorb'd in the recollection of times paſt, I no- 
tice not the concerns of the world. One thing I've 
learnt, which I had not before imagined—1've . 
how eaſy tis to be a Queen. 


| MARQUIS. 
Doubtleſs to thoſe who are by nature fitted for 
ſuch a ſtation. 
QUEEN. 

( Looking ftedfaſtly at the Marquis.) The world 
has ſpoil'd you, Marquis. Scarcely do I recogniſe 
again that bold philoſopher, who, incorrupt and 
fearleſs, dares to ſpeak truth, even to a monarch. 


MARQUIS. 

Rather ſay, it is the boldeſt frankneſs to con- 
feſs the truth, where certainly no flatterer Weng 
dare to do ſo. . | 

QUEEN, 

(To the Princeſs of Ebali,)—Yonder, abt 
Princeſs Eboli, I ſee a hyacinth—will you pluck 
it for me? {The Princeſs goes toward the ſpot, the 
Queen ſpeaking to the Marquis in a lower voice.] | 
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am much miſtaken, Chevalier, if your arrival has 
not made one perſon at this court more happy. 


 MARQUIS. 
I have found one very miſerable, who can be only 
rendered happy by (The Princeſs returning with 
the flower, he breaks . yy 


EBOLI. 


Since the Chevalier has ſeen ſo many countries, 
he can doubtleſs tell us much that is remarkable, 


MARQUIS. 
Moſt certainly. To ſeek adventures is, as you 
know, a duty in a knight: to prote& the ladies, a 
duty ſtill more ſacrel. 


MONDECAR. 


To protect them againſt giants ? But theſe exiſt 


no longer. 
MARQUIS. 


Power is always a giant to the weak, 


QUEEN. 
8 Chevalier is right, There are ſtill giants; 
but there are no knights. 


MARQUIS. | 

Not long fince, on my return from Naples, I 
was witneſs to an affecting ſtory, which the ſacred 
bequeſt of friendſhip makes my own. If I did not 
fear to * oor Majeſty by the recital— 
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QUEEN. 


Can I refuſe ? The curioſity of the Princeſs will 
ſuffer nothing to eſcape her. To the ſubject ;, for 
too love to hear ſuch tales. 


MARQUIS. 


Two noblc houſes in Mirandola, tired of the mu- 
tual jealouſy and hatred, which had deſcended to them, 
thro centuries, from the Guelfs and Gibellines, 
reſolved to join in laſting peace together, and con- 
ſecrate their union by a holy tie. Fernando and 
the divine Matilda, —the nephew of the mighty 
Pietro, and Colonna's daughter,—were the pair 
choſen for this happy marriage. Never had nature 
form'd two hearts more lovely, more ſuited to each 
other ; never had the world admired a choice more 
fortunate. As yet, Fernando had adored his pro- 
mis'd bride only in her picture; how did he tremble 
with ecſtaſy, on finding true, more than his warmeſt 
fancy ever painted. Fernando, detain'd in Padua 
by his ſtudies, awaited only the happy moment, 
which ſhould allow him to ſigh out his paſſion at 
Matilda's feet. (The Queen becomes more attentive. 
The Marquis continues, after a ſhort pauſe, addreſſing 
himſelf chiefly to the Princeſs Eboli.) Meanwhile the 
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I hand of Pietro was liberated by his conſort's death. 
4 With the ardor of a youth he now devour'd the praiſes 
ot of Matilda, which fame ſo loudly celebrated; he ſaw 


—he loved ! This new emotion ſtifled the ſofter 
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voice of reaſon. The uncle wooes his nephew's 
bride, and conſecrates his theft before the altar. 


QUEEN, 
And what reſolves Fernando !— 


 MARQUIS. 


On the wings of love, unconſcious of the dread- 
ful change, he haſtened to Mirandola.— With the 
ſtar-light he reach'd the gates; the bacchanalian 
noiſe of dance and muſic re- echo from the illumi- 
nated palace. Trembling with apprehenſion, he 
aſcends the ſtairs, and finds himſelf, an unknown 
gueſt, in the reſounding hall of wedlock, where 
high above the joyous crowd fate Pietro—by his fide 
an angel—an angel whom Fernando knows at 
once, who never, even in dreams, had ſeem'd to 
him ſo beauteous. A fingle glance ſhows him what 
he had once poſſeſſed - ſhows him what now he 
had for ever loſt. | 


EBOLI, 
Unfortunate Fernando ! 


| QUEEN, | 
T he ftory is ended, Chevalier? It muſt be 
ended. 
MARQUIS. 
No, not quite. | 
QUEEN. 
Did you not ſay, Fernando was your friend ? 
2 
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MARQUIS, 
The deareſt friend I have. 


EBOLI. 
Pray, Chevalier, purſue the talc ! 


It grows moſt ſad—and the remembrance renews 
my ſforrow—excuſe me from the concluſion, (A 
general filence.)} 

QUEEN, 

To the Princeſs Eboli.)—Now at length, I hope, 

I am permitted ta embrace my daughter. Bring 
her to me, Princefs. | 

(The Princeſs withdraws: The Marquis beckons 4 
a Page who appears m the back ground, and immedi- 
ately diſappears. The Queen opens the letters which 
the Marquis had given her, and ſeems ſurpriſed. In 
the mean while the Marquis talks ſecretly, and with 
earneſtneſs, to the Marchioneſs of Mondecar. The 
Queen having read the letters, turns to the Marquis, 
with a penetrating look.) 


QUEEN. 


You have told us nothing of Matilda ? Perhaps 
ſhe knows not, how Fernando ſuffers. 


MARQUIS. 


Her heart no one has yet penetrated—but great 
minds ſuffer oft in filence. 


QUEEN. 


You look about you. In ſearch of whom do 
- your eyes thus wander ? 


MARQUIS. | 
I was thinking how happy a certain perſon, whom 
dare not name, would be in my place. 


QUEEN. 
Whole fault is it, that it is not ſo? 
MARQUIS. 
( Tucrriſling her with quickneſs.) —How ? may I 


yenture to explain this as I chooſe? Would he 
find pardon, if he now appeared ? 


QUEEN. 
es )—How? how? What mean you? 


MARQUIS. 
Nag he hope: ?—Dares he ? 


QUEEN. 


(With increaſing confuſion. Lou terrify y tne, 
Chevalier—he ſurely will not. 


MARQUIS. 
He is already here. 


le 


je, 
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SCENE V. 
The Quetxx, Don CarLos, Marquis of Posa, 


Marchioneſs of Monpecar. (The two latter re- 
. tire toward the. avenue. 7 — * 


— 
- . 1 


n CARLOS; 
oa himſelf on his knees before the 92 2 
At length may Carlos touch this deareſt hand! O 
brighteſt moment of my! te! now am I happy ! ro 


| » QUEEN. * \ elt ne 
Müprddbr man ! What a ſtep is this! How 
bold, how puniſhable ! Riſe ! we are diſcoyer'd— 
my attendants are at hand. 


CARLOS, 

I will not riſe—here will I kneel for ever, fix d 
by enchantment to this ſpot, and rooted to the 
earth. 

8 QUEEN. "= | 

Madman! | To what does my indulgence . 
vou! How ! know you, that it is your Que 
your mother, to whom this raſh, audacious lan- 
guage is addreſs'd? Know you——l wall N 
inform the King. a 


CARLOS. 


Then I muſt die. Let them, oh! let them drag 
P 
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me to the ſcaffold ; one moment's life in Paradiſe is 
cheaply purchaſed even by death. 


QUEEN. 
And your Queen ? 
CARLOS. 
(Rijng.)—Oh, God! I go. Yes, I will leave 
you. Muſt I not comply, when you aſk thus? My 
mother! O my mother! how terribly you rule 
me! a look, a geſture, a ſingle accent of your 
| heav'nly voics toſſes my very ſoul twixt heaven and 
hell, bids me exiſt or periſh. What would you 
alſe that I ſhould do? What can there be beneath 
the ſun, which 1'd not ſacrifice at your deſire 2 


wean 
Fly Nw” ! 
| | CARLOS. 
0 God! 0 God! 
QUEEN. 


The only thing, O Carlos, which I with tears 
implore of you —Ply ! ere my attendants—my 
gaolers—find you and me together, thus forcibly 
affected. They will bear the fatal tidings to your 
father's ear —ſtill, ſtill do you doubt, and ſland i ir- 
reſolute ! ſtay, wretched man, then, and _—_ | 

us both ! 


- 
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CARTOS, 

J await my fate—be it life ot death. What! 
have I forced my way in vain through every ob- 
ſtacle, through the dark labyrinths of court-cere- 
mony, and its lynx-eyed guards? Have I placed 
all my hopes on this one moment, which at laſt 
gives you to me without a witneſs? Have I done 
this only to be deceiy'd by viſtonary terrors ? No, 
Queen ! a hundred, nay, a thouſand revolutions 
of the globe may not u to me a chance ſs 
favorable. 

No; nor ſhall eternity itſelf! - © wretched 
Carlos! what would you aſk of me ? 


CARLOS. 


God is my witneſs, Queen, that I have ſtrug- 
| gled—have ſtruggled more than ever mortal did.— 
In vain! my reſolution fails yield. 


No more of that—no more, if you reſpect my 
quiet. 

O, let me ſpeak ! my juſt affliction finds relief 
in this wild utterance. You were mine, in the 
ſight of all the world, with the conſent of two great 
thrones, deſtined to me by heaven and nature: 
and Philip, Philip ſtole you from me | 
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- QUBBN, 
_ þ 


1 | es 

| Your huſband. 4 
QUEEN. 

Who leaves the greateſt empire in the world t to 

cm p62 aaa | 


SEES 43 SÞ cal. ; 

And leaves you to me as a mother. 
3 Gn. 

Great God you 1 rave. 


CARLOS, 


And does he know "the treaſure he poſſeſſes ? 
Has he a feeling heart to value yours? I will not 
murmur. All- powerful Providence, I will forgive 
this blow — forget, how happy, how infinitely happy 
J ſhould have been with her—if he enjoy that 
happineſs—but he does not. Hearken, Almighty 
Power! ſo impioufly does he ſpurn thy bleſſings, 

that even now he is not happy. He is not oh! 
that thought is torture I— nor ever will he be ſo. 
Thou haft* torn from me celeſtial joys, which, in 
wag paar; fe s arms will be for ever blaſted. 25 


| QUEEN. 
Ob, | horrible idea! 
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_ CARLOS: 


1 well knew who 'twas that made this match. 
I know, how Philip loves, and how he married. 
Almighty Nature, thou couldſt not, in revolving 
centuries, form ſuch - a beauteous creature. And 
now—bluſh for thyſelf, O Nature !—ſhe is. ſacri- 
ficed, as the pledge of brittle treaties; fold, in the 
myſterious ſecrecy of a cabinet, by counſellors and 
prelates ; and then deliver'd, when the bargain's 
ſtruck, with mercantile exactneſs to the purchaſe. 
It is thus that monarchs marry ! 


QUEEN. - - | yy I 
Oh, be filent On this ſubjea ! "3A 4 $055 Wane 
CARLOS. 


And fay—who are you in this empire ? Share 
you the ſovereign power? Surely not! How 
could an Alva commit his murders, if you held 
the ſceptre? How could Flanders bleed for its 
faith? What! you are Philip s wife } Impoſlible ! 
I cannot credit it. A wife poſſeſſes her huſband's 
heart—but who poſſeſſes his? And if, in a ſever- 
1ſh moment, a mark of tenderneſs eſcape him, ke 
bluſhes at it, as a degradation to his age and dig- 
nity. 

QUEEN. 1 £191 

Who made you proud enough to addreſs me 
thus? Who told you, that on Philip's throne wy 
lot was wretched ? 


2 
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CARLOS. 
My heart, which feels with fervor, how enviable 
that lot had been with me. 
QUEEN. 


Vain man ! — But if my heart ſhould ſay the 
contrary; if the reſpectſul tenderneſs of Philip, 
and his filent looks of love, ſhould move me more 
than the raſh eloquence of his haughty ſon ; if 
the conſiderate eſteem of age 

” CARLOS. 

Oh | then, indeed, 1 beg forgiveneſs—that I 

knew not knew not, that you loved the King. 


QUEEN. 

I underſtand that proud and bitter ſmile.—No: 

AI do not love him; but to honor him will ever 
de my wiſh and my delight. 


CARLOS. 
Then you have never loved? 


| QUEEN. 
How nine a queſtion ! 


'3 


CARLOS: 
You have never loved ? 


QUEEN. 
1 love no more. | 
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CARLOS. 
Is it becauſe your heart forbids it, or your oath ? 


QUEEN. 
Leave me, Prince, and never more reſume this 
converſation. 
CARLOS. | 
Is it your heart forbids it, or your oath ? 


QUEEN. 
My duty, miſerable Carlos! Wherefore thus 
ſcrutiniſe a deſtiny, which we muſt both obey ? 


CARLOS. 
Muſt ! Muſt obey ! 


QUEEN, 
How! What means this ſolemn tone? 


CARLOS. 

It means, that Carlos will not obey the deſtiny, 
which combats all his wiſhes; that he will not 
be the verieſt wretch in this vaſt empire, if the 
ſubverſion of its laws be all he needs, to make him 
happy. | 

QUEEN. 

Do I underſtand you? You hope! You dare 

to hope, where all is loſt ! 


— 
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| CARLOS. 
My heart, which feels with fervor, how enviable 
that lot had been with me. 
| QUEEN. 


Vain man! — But if my heart ſhould fay the 
contrary; if the reſpectſul tenderneſs of Philip, 
and his filent looks of love, ſhould move me more 
than the raſh eloquence of his haughty ſon ; if 
the conſiderate efteem of age— 


Oh | then, indeed, 1 beg forgiveneſs—that I 
knew not knew not, that you loved the King. 


I underſtand that proud and bitter ſmile.—No. 
Il do not love him; but to honor him will ever 
de my wiſh and my delight. 


CARLOS. 
: Then you have never loved? 


QUEEN. 


Mw Gras A queſtion ! 


CARLOS; i * 
You have never loved? 


1 


| DRY | QUEEN. 
I love no more. | 
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CARLOS. 
Is it becauſe your heart forbids it, or your oath ? 


QUEEN. 
Leave me, Prince, and never more reſume this 
converſation. 
CARLOS. a 
Is it your heart ſorbids it, or your oath ? 


QUEEN. | 
My duty, miſerable Carlos! Wherefore thug 
ſcrutiniſe a deſtiny, which we muſt both obey ? 


| CARLOS. 
Muſt ! Muft obey! 


How! What means this ſolemn tone? 


CARLOS. 

It means, that Carlos will not obey the deſtiny, 
which combats all his wiſhes; that he will not 
be the verieſt wretch in this vaſt empire, if the 
ſubverſion of its laws be all he needs, to make him 
happy. | 

QUEEN, 

Do I underſtand you? You hope! You dare 

to hope, where all is loſt ! 


— 


ho | DON CARLOS. 


CARLOS. | 
Nothing is loſt, but that which is already im the 
hands of death. ME 

QUEEN. 

22 hope for me—for me, your mother? (Hav- 
2 Ared her eyes on him for ſome time, with a penetrating 
hot, le continues with dtrnity and earneſtneſs. ) But 
wherefore not ? A new king can do ftill more than 
this. —He can caſt into, the flames the ordinances 
of his Predeceſſar, e can Pu down has ſtatues; forbid 
the very mention of his name; can raiſe again 
what the late monarch had overturned, and levet 


with the ground what he had built; can even for 
who will hinder him ?—tear his dead corſe from its 


repoſe in the Eſcurial & forth to the light of day 


{Carlos appears greatly. agitated) ; ſcatter to the 
four winds its violated duſt ; ;, and to, All up the 
meaſure of his boldneſs 


CARTOS. 
rot a bake ke: it * 


[103 toit 
e a. "Oy Ronan 194 
At laſt, ccbonle—bie mother. N 

CARLOS, 


0. cared ſon (he; remains ſome. time mute und 
motionlgſa.] Les, it is ſpoken.—lt is now ſpoken; 


9910 o 
” 
9 4 - 3 
- 


* 
At this place the Spaniſh kings are buried, in a magnificent 
building, called the Pantheon, T7. 
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and I plainly ſee that which ſhould have remained 
to me cternally obſcure.—The die is caſt. —You 
are loſt to me; for ever loſt! Oh! this thought 
is hell! But either way my torture muſt be infi- 
nite —Alas ! I cannot comprehend ſo vaſt a mi- 
ſery—My heart-ſtrings crack ! 


QUEEN. 

Carlos ! my dear unhappy Carlos ! I feel un- 
ſpeakably that anguiſh, which ſtruggles in your 
boſom. Your pain is infinite as is your love; and 
infinite will be the glory of overcoming it. Con- 
tend, young Hero, for ſo great a prize: a prize 
worthy the fierce and noble warrior ; worthy the 
youth, through whoſe illuſtrious veins deſcend the 
virtues of ſo many royal anceſtors. Be a man, 
brave prince !—The grandſon of the great Charles 
can riſe with renovated vigor from the blow, which 
would annihilate inferior ſouls. 


CARLOS. 
Oh, God! It is too late. 


"QUEEN. 


Too late to be a man? O Carlos! How truly 
great 1s that virtue, in whoſe performance the heart 
itſelf is broken! The Almighty has rais'd you, 
Prince, on high — higher than millions of. your 
brethren. Partially has he beſtowed on you what 
he denied to others; and they aſk if you yet de- 
ſerve this preference. Ariſe then! juſtify the 

G 
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decrees of Heaven! Deſerve to be the foremoſt 
of mankind ; and make a ſacrifice, ſuch as no one 
has ever offer'd. 

CARLOS. 


That I could do.—To contend for you, I have 
a giant's ſtrength : to loſe you, I have none.— 


QUEEN. 


Conſeſs it, Carlos. — Tis ſpleen and diſappointed 
pride, which urges your defires ſo madly toward 
your mother. That heart which you ſacrifice ſo 
wantonly to me—that heart belongs to the nations, 
which you ſhall hereafter rule. It is their pro- 
perty, and you, their guardian, ought not to la- 
viſhit. Love is in you a duty. Hitherto you have 
directed it to me: reſtore it, oh | reſtore it 40 
your ſubjects : thus will you diſarm conſcience of 
its ſtings, and elevate yourſelf to heavenly great- 
neſs. Elizabeth was your firſt love; let your next 
be Spain. How gladly, my dear Carlos, ſhall I 
yield to a more worthy choice, 


CARLOS, 

(Overpower'd by the violence of his feelings, 
throws himſelf at her feet.) How great art thou, 
angelic woman! Yes, I will do whatever thou 
commandeſt—w1ll even die, or, if thou ſo would'ſt 
have it, will renounce my hopes of happineſs. 
* (fifes.)} Here ſtand I in the hand of the Almighty, 
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and ſwear to thee eternal—O heavens No, no! 
I ſwear eternal filence; but not oblivion, 


QUEEN. 


How could I require of Carlos what I myſelf 
ſhould be unwilling to perform ? 


| MARQUIS. 
{ Advancing from the avenue.) The King! 


QUEEN, 
Oh, God! 
MARQUIS. 


Away, away, Prince, from this ſpot ! 


QUEEN, 
Dreadful is his jealouſy—ſhould he ſee you 


CARLOS, 


I will await him.—His claims or mine ſhall 
yield—lI care not now! will aſſert my right. 


| QUEEN. 
And who will be the victim ? 


CARLOS. | 
(Catching the Marquis by the arm.) Away! let 
us away, Rodrigo | (going, returns What may 


I take with me ? 
QUEEN, 


Your mother's friendſhip. 
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CARLOS. 
Friendſhip ! Mother !— 


' QUEEN. 
And theſe tears from the Netherlands. 


CARLOS. 


Ah! I underſtand you. 


[ Exit with the Marquis. The Queen, with great 
uneaſineſs, looks for her attendants, who are no 
where to be found. As ſhe is retiring, the 
King appears. | 


SCENE VI. 


De KN. The Quzrx. Duke of ALVA. Count 


LERMA. Dominick. Some Ladies and Gran- 
dees, who remain at. a little diſtance, 


EINS. 
(Walks up and down, with a look of ſurpriſe.— 
After remaining ſome time filent.) Thus alone, Ma- 
dam! Not even one lady to attend you !—'Tis | 


ſtrange indeed! Where are your ſervants ? 


' QUEEN, 
My moſt gracious huſband— 


[ 
f 
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KING. 


Why, what is this ? — You appear confuſed, 
Madam.—Your face glows like fire.—This is not 
as it ſhould be—Why are you thus alone? , 
Where are your ladies? (To the Courtiers.) For this 
unpardonable negligence, I will exact a ſtrict ac- 
count. Who is in waiting with the Queen? 
Whoſe turn is it to attend on her to-day ? 


QUEEN. 


Be not offended, my dear huſband-—I myſelf, 
I am alone in fault. At my command the Princeſs 
Eboli withdrew. 


| KING. 
At your command ?— 


QUEEN. 
—To call the lady of the bedchamber, becauſe 
J wiſh'd to ſee my daughter. 


KING. 

And for that reaſon you diſmiſs'd your ladies? 
Strange, indeed! In future, Madam, be not fo 
negligent of my empire's dignity—that Philip's 
wife ſhould thus receive her child !—Caſtile I hope 
is rich enough to furniſh you attendants. How- 
ever—that excuſes only the firſt lady. Where 
was the ſecond ? 
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MONDECAR, 
(Having in the meanwhile returned, and mixed 
with the other ladies, fleps forward.) I own, moſt 
gracious King,. I am to blame. 


| | KING. 

Then retire, for ten years, from Madrid, and re- 
flect upon your fault. (The Marchioneſs is with- 
drawing, wth tears in her eyes. All preſent Took, 

with apprehenſion, on the Queen} | 


QUEEN. 

Do not weep, Marchioneſs. (To the King.) If 
I have err'd, moſt gracious ſovereign, the crown I 
wear—and which ambition did not make me feck— 
at leaſt ſhould ſhelter me from inſult. Has not 
this empire laws to judge the daughter of a mo- 
narch? Does watchful power alone reſtrain the 
Spaniſh females? or cannot their own virtue 
guard them: Forgive me, Sire, I am not ac- 
cuſtom'd to diſmiſs in tears thoſe, who with 
joy have ſerved me. — Mondecar! She tales 
off her ſaſh, and preſents it to ihe Marchion- 
eſs.) You have diſpleaſed the King—not me— 
Take, therefore, this as a remembrance of my 
friendſhip. Retire from this country—You have 
only err'd in Spain—In my dear France ſuch tears 
will be gladly wiped away.—Oh ! whereſore muſt 
I always be reminded of that beloved country? 

I | 
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(Leaning on the Marchioneſs, and covering her face.) 
— There it was far otherwiſe ! 


KING. 
(With ſome emotion.) ls it poſſible, Elizabeth ?— 


O heavens !—Can a reproof, arifing from my love, 
afflict you thus ?—a word, which only the ten- 
dereſt concern drew from me! (Turning toward 
the Grandees.) Here ſtand the vaſſals of my 
throne. Never did ſleep fink in the evening on 
my eye-lids, ere I had weigh'd with care the inte- 
reſis of my people, in the-remoteſt regions of my 
empire, And ſhall I tremble with more anxiety 
for my throne, than for the affections of my wife ? 
My people are protected by my ſword, and by 
my general, Alva. Nought but my own attention 
aſſures me of my wife's love. 


QUEEN. 
If I have offended you, my huſband 


KING. 


I am called the richeit man in all the chriſtian 
world. The ſun ne'er ſets on my dominions. But 
all this another has poſſeſs'd before me: another 
may poſſeſs it after me. Your heart is mine 
alone. My kingly power belongs to fortune 


Elizabeth to Philip. *Tis here, that I am mor- 
tal. | ; 
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QUEEN. 
Sire! Theſe doubts! They terrify me. What 


do you fear ? 
KING. 

Think you, that theſe grey locks are capable of 
fear? No ſooner have I begun to fear, than I at 
once have ceas'd.—Among my grandees, I ſee not 
here the firſt, Where is Don Carlos, the Prince 
Royal? {No perſon anſwers.) There is ſome- 
thing formidable in that boy. Since his return 
from Alcala, he avoids my preſence. His blood 
is warm and impetuous ; but his looks, his actions 
are cold, formal, ceremonious. I hear no longer 
of his youthful wildneſs—How is that ?—lt fore- 
bodes evil, as a comet which, with threatening 
aſpect, approaches my horizon. I dread its con- 
tact. Be watchful, Duke! I ſay, once more, be 
watchful! 'The heir of ſo many kingdoms counts 
with impatience the moments of his father's life. 
It was the ambition of rivalling Omnipotence which 
produced the devils. I charge you, Duke, be watch- 
ful ! | | 
| ALVA. 

I am watchſul. Whilſt a heart beats beneath 
this armour, Don Philip may ſleep in peace. The 
Duke of Alva will ſtand before the throne, firm as 
the cherubun, who guard the paradiſe of God. 
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LERMA. 

May. I venture, in all humility, to oppoſe the 
wiſeſt of the kings? Too profoundly do I reve- 
rence the majeſty of my ſovereign, to judge fo 
haſtily and ſo ſeverely of his ſon. Much may be 
dreaded from the warmth of Carlos; but nothing 
from his heart. 


KING. 


Count of Lerma, your diſcourſe may ſoothe the 
feelings of a father; the King's ſupport will be the 
Duke. (He turns lo the Grangees,)—My royal 
duties call me to Madrid. The peſtilence of hereſy 
infects my people; commotions ſhake the Neti.cr- 
lands. The time demands, that a terrible example 
ſhould ſtrike with awe the wavering. To-morrow 
mall I diſcharge that important oath, which all the 
kings of Chriſtendom have ſworn, This execution 
ſhall be without example. My whole court is ſo- 
lemnly invited to attend, and (offering his arm to 
the Queen) you accompany me. 


QUEEN. 


Oh, my ſovereign, mercy !—I am a woman—a 
weak, trembling woman, who feels for human 
miſery. 

KING, 

A chriſtian, too, I hope. Come now, and 

prove it. ¶ Leads her away, the reſt follaw.) 


H 
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SCENE VII. 


Don Caklos with Letters in his Hand. Marquis of 
Posa meeting him, | 


| CARLOS. ' 
Say no more. I am reſolved. It is enough for 
me, that Flanders wiſhes to be ſaved. 


MARQUIS. 

Nor is a moment to be loſt. The Duke of 
Alva is already appointed in the cabinet, as go- 
vernor. 

Tan CARLOS. 

Appointed ! But he has not ſet off? To-mor- 
row, then, will [demand an audience of my ſa- 
ther, and aſk this office for myſelf. He cannot, 
ſure, refuſe my firſt requeſt, Long has he with 
unwillingneſs beheld me in Madrid. This will 
afford a welcome pretext to keep me at a diſtance. 
And ſhall I own it to you, Rodrigo? I hope yet 
more. Perhaps I may ſucceed, when we meet face 
to face, in reconciling his love to me. He never 
hitherto has heard the voice of nature. Let me 
try, Rodrigo, if, from my lips, it may avail. 


MARQUIS. 
At length, IJ hear again my Carlos. Now yon 
are quite yourſelf, 1 


0 


CARLOS. 
I feel in every vein a godlike animation—ſo in- 


ſpiring was the ſight of my beloved Queen 


SCENE VIIL 


LERMA. The former. 


LERMA. 
The King has juſt now left Aranjuez. I have 


his orders. 
| CARLOS. 
Very well, Count Lerma. I ſhall arrive as 
early as the King. | 
MARQUIS. 
(Pretending to take leave, with ſome ceremony. J—= 


Your Highneſs, then, has nothing elie for me to 


execute ? 

CARLOS. 3 
Nothing, Marquis. A pleaſant journey to Ma- 
drid !—You will hereafter tell me more of Flan- 
ders. (To LERMA, who is waiting for him.) I 
ſhall follow you immediately. | Exit LERMA. 
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SCENE IX. 


Don Cantos. The Marquis. 


CARL Os. 

I underſtood thy meaning; and I thank thee for 
this reſerve: yet is it excuſed only by the preſence 
of a third perſon. Are we not brothers? Hence- 
forth let the puppet-play of rank be baniſh'd from 

our friendſhip. Suppoſe that, at a maſquerade, we 
met together, thou, from mere whim, dreſt in the 
habit of a ſlave, I in imperial purple: whilſt the 
amuſement laſted, we ſhould, with affected gra- 
vity, join in the deluſion, and ſhare the giddy 
mirth of the aſſembly ; but as we paſs d, a nod, a 
whiſper, would diſcoyer Carlos to his Rodrigo. 


MARQUIS. 
And is my Carlos ſo certain of himſelf, that he 
can bid defiance to the allurements of unbounded 
power? A day will come—a mighty day, when, 
I much fear, theſe noble ſentiments will ſink be- 
neath the arduous trial. Pailip will die, and Car- 
los will inherit the greateſt empire of the chriſiian 
World. Then, when a vaſt immeaſurable gulph 

divides him from all other mortals—when he, who 
yeſterday was but a-man, to-day becomes a god— 
he will no longer feel human "weakneſs, will be no 

longer mindful of human duties. Humanity, a | 
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found now grateful to his car, will be unheard 
amid the flattering applauſe of ſycophants. When 
he no longer ſuffers, no longer will he feel for 
others. In the general prevalence of pleaſure, 
virtue will decay. Peru will yield him gold to 
ſeed his follies: the demons of a court will ſlimu— 
late his vices. Intoxicated thus, he ſleeps in the 
Elyſium, which his flaves have artfully created, 
and in his dream believes himſelt a God. Woe to 
the madman, who would awaken kim from this de- 
licious flumber !—But what mult then Rodrigo 
do ?—Fricendihip is too plain-ſpoken, and too 
bold. The radiance of her beams would be too 
great for ſickly majeſty; - you would not ſuffer a 
ſubject's pride, nor I a king's capricc. 


CARLOS. 


Terrible, yet true, is the picture which thou 
haſt drawn of monarchs—But 'tis intemperate de- 
fire, which firſt hurries them to vice. A youth of 
three-and-twenty, I am yet incorrupt—What 
thouſands waſte without remorſe in riotous em- 
braces, the beſt half of the mind, the firength of 
manhood, I have reſerved for nobler purpoſes. 
Long ere Elizabeth aſcended the Spaniſh throne, 
the ſhafts of luſt had fallen harmleſs from my 
breaſt. Doſt thou ſtill doubt ?—Speak! What 
could force thee from my heart, if women could 
not? 
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MARQUIS. 
T could myſelf.—Carlos, I ſhould not love you 
with ſuch ardour, were I compell'd to ſear you. 


CARLOS. 


That ne'er will be. Thou need'ſt not my aſſiſt- 
ance. Thou haſt no ſuch paſſions, as e er would 
force thee to crouch before a throne. Does gold 
attract thee? Thou art a richer ſubject, than I 
ſhall be a king. Doſt thou covet honors? Even 
whilſt a youth, thou haſt exhauſted all, which 
could be heap'd on thee. Which of us will be 
the other's creditor, and which the debtor ? 
Thou art filent. Thou trembleſt at the tempta- 
tion. Art thou not certain of thyſelf ? 


MARQUIS. 


Carlos, I yield. Here is my hand. 


CARLOS, 
And art thou wholly mine ? 


MARQUIS. 
Yours wholly, and for ever. 


CARLOS. 


Wilt thou be to the future king a friend as true 
and warm, as thou art now to the prince ? 


MARQUIS, 
That I ſwear to you, 
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CARLOs. 


Wilt thou, even then, when the viper Flattery / 
ſhall wind itfelf round my unguarded heart— 
when this eye ſhall have forgotten the tears of joy, 
which now it ſheds—when this ear ſhall ſhut itſelf 
againſt intreaties—wilt thou even then awake my 
{lumbering virtue ? 


MARQUIS. 
I will. 
CARLOS. | 
And now, one more requeſt, my deareft friend? 
I long have envied thy equals the privileges of 
ſamiliarity—grant me the ſame ! —Speak to me 
without the cold formality of title—in the endear- 
ing ſimplicity of nature!—Say, wilt thou be my 
brother? 
MARQUIS, 


I am thy brother. 


CARLOS. 


Now to the King !—I fear no more. Arm in 
arm with thee, I dare deſy the univerſe. 


END OP THE FIRST ACT. 
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AC-I IL 
SCENE TI. 


The Royal Palace at Madrid. 


King Pre feated under a canopy. The Duke of 
Alva at ſame diflance, with his head covered. 
Don Caklos introduced by the Count of LERMA, 
bends one knee before the King, then riſes, and 
takes a few fleps backward. A general ſilence 
prevails for ſome moments. The Prince looks 
with a mixture of diſpleaſure and ſurpriſe at the 
Duke of Ava, and then at the King. 


CARLOS. 


1 STAND in expectation, that yeur Majeſty may 
appoint ſome time more ſuitable to hear my re- 
queſt, , 


PHILIP, 
Why ſhould you atk another time? I am now 
ready to decide on your petition, and you have 
leave to offer it. 
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CARLOS, 


Spain has the prior claim, Moſt willingly does 
Carlos give place to a minifter, who ſpeaks for the 
whole kingdom. I am but your ſon. {Steps back, 
with a bow.) 


PHILIP, 


The Duke may be ren whilſt the Prince 
Royal — 


CARLOS, 


(Turning to the Duke of ALVA.) Then, Duke, I 
muſt requeſt it of your kindneſs to yield the King 
to me awhile. * A fon—you cannot but believe it 
may unboſom to his father much that a third per- 
ſon ſhould not hear. I will ſoon reſtore you to the 
royal preſence. Grant me but theſe few moments 
with my father. (ALva _—_ an inquiring look on the 
King.) 

PHILIP, 


This is my friend. 


CARLOS. 
(After a Pause Have I deſerved to find him 


alſo mine? 


. Have you ever wiſhed to deſerve it? I like not 
ſons, who think they can chooſe better than their 
fathers, - 
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_ CARTOS. 

Can the Duke's high feelings permit him to be 
preſent at this ſcene? Were it to gain a diadem, 
I would not, by Heaven, I would not a& the 
meddling part of him, who, forcing himſelf be- 
tween the father and the ſon, unbluſhingly pro- 
fanes the ſacred myſteries of nature, and with the 
mortifying conſciouſneſs of infignificance fiil! 
ſtands as an intruder. 


PHILIP, 


(Riſing, with an angry look at the Prince. — 
Withdraw, Duke! (ALvA goes toward the great 
door, by which CaRLos had entered, the King points | 
to theother.) No! Go into the cabinet, till I call 
you. | 


SCENE I 


Pare, Don CARLOs. 


CARLOS. 


(As ſoon as the Duke has left the apartment, ad- 
vances toward the King, throws himſelf at his feet— 
then, with great emotion) Now you are again my 
father, My ,beſt thanks for this gracious favor. | 
Tour hand, my father—O blefled day! Long | 
was your ſon denied the happineſs of this Kits. | 
And why denied? Why ?—Ob! My king and | 
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father! How does my ſoul bleed at this thought 
Why have you ſo long ſhut me from your heart ? 
What have I done? Curſed ſuſpicion! Canker 
of kingly peace, whoſe tooth deſtroys even the | 
ſacred tye of blood! For three and twenty 
years the world has called me the ſon of Philip 
and he alone does not confirm the name. 


PHILIP, 


Prince, theſe arts are foreign to your ſoul. 
Ceaſe! I like them not. 


CARLOS, 


(Riſing. )—"Tis fo. In thefe words I recogniſe 
the malice of your courtiers. By Heaven! my 
father, all is not true that prieſts and their diſ- 
ſembling tribe have told you. No, my father, I 
am not vicious. The warm blood of youth is all 
my crime. I am not wholly vicious; though 
wild emotions betray my heart to error. That 
neal c 13 3 pure 


PHILIP, 


I know thy heart is as pure—as thy prayers to 
the Almighty. 


CARLOS. 


May the Saviour of the world caſt me as a viper 
from him, if I diſſemble! My mind is fix'd and 
ſolemn. This is the moment ; when the chains of 
rank betwixt the father and the ſon are broken, 
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the barriers of ceremonious form thrown down, 


This is the moment. A beam of hope ſhines on 
me, and a delightful tranſport warms my heart. 
Heaven ſeems to open, and its legions . of happy 
ſpirits deſcend. The Thrice-Holy looks with 
pleaſure on this noble, this lovely ſcene. Pardon 


me, oh, my father! (He falls on his knees before 
PHILIP. 
Riſe, and leave me! 


| CARLOS, 
Pardon ! 
PHILIP, 


(Endeavormg to tear himſelf from him.) This 
trifling becomes too bold. 


CARLOS. 
Can a for s love eyer be too bald? 


PHILIP, | | 
What? In tears? Diſgraceful fight! Fly 
from my preſence ! 5 5 
| | CARLOS, | 


Hear me this moment—this, or never Pardon 
me, O my father! 


PHILIP. 
Away! Out of my fight! Shouldſt thou 


return covered with diſhonour from my battles, 
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my arms ſhould be open to receive thee. But 
weeping thus, I caſt thee off. ¶Puſtes him away.) 
Coward guilt alone bathes itſelf in theſe ignoble | 
fountains. He who without a bluſh can thus re- 
pent, will often need repentance, 


CARLOS. 

(After looking à long while at the King, with a 
mixture of fear and aſtoniſhment. )—W ho is that 
being? By what error has he,” a ſtranger to our 
nature, been confounded with mankind? Tears 
are the unerring ſymptoms of humanity : his 
eyes are dry; he is not born of woman. He 
knows not the delicious jays of weeping, which 
creates a pleaſure even in ſorrow, which makes 
grief enviable, which might raiſe man again to 
his native heaven, and tempt angels to ſhare mor- 
tality. Oh! teach your never-moiſtened eyes 
even now to ſwell with tears, elſe you may need 
them in ſome trying hour. 


PHILIP, 


Think'ſt thou to ſhake thy father's ſtrong ſuſpi- 
cions by idle words? 


CARLOS. 
Suſpicions? Yes, I will remove them. I will 
cling to your paternal heart, will tear away the 
ſtrong covering which envelopes it. Who are 
thoſe, that drive me from the favor of my king ? 
What price can the Monk offer for your ſon? 
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What recom denſe can Alva give you for a childleſs 
age ? Would you have love? In this boſom 


forties a fountain far more pure and fparkling, 
than the muddy ſtream which fills a venal cour- 
tier's breaſt. 

PHILIP, 

Stop, audacious! Thoſe whom thou flandereſt 
are the approved ſervants of my choice And 
there will come a time, proud boy, when thou 
wilt honour them. 


CARLOS. 

Never. I know my worth. Whate'er your Al- 
vas can do, that, and much morc, can Carlos. 
Why Yhould a hireling care for that kingdom, 
which can ne'er be his? What is it to him, that 
the grey head of Philip grows white with cares? 
His king remains, when Philip is no more. Car- 
los would have loved you—I ſhudder at the 
thug of ſitting on a throne alone, and ſolitary. 


PHILIP. 
| {Seems to be flruck with this idea—dafler a EP” 
I am alone! 
CARLOS. 


(Advancing toward him with eagerneſs. Lou 
Have been ſo. But hate me no longer, and I will 
love you warmly as a ſon. Only do not hate me. 

How ſweet and lovely is it, to feel one's ſoul re- 
flected in another: to know, that with our joys 
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another's check is gladdened ; that our anguiſh 
trembles in another's boſom; and that another's 
eyes are moiſtened by our ſorrows! How delight- | 
ful to tread again the roſy path of youth, with a 
beloved child! Once more to dream the dream 
of life! How noble, to live for centuries, immor- 
tal, undecaying, in the virtues of a ſon! How 
divinely great, to dawn again upon ſucceeding 
ages, as the orb of day renews it's luſtre in the 
glaſſy moon! How ſweet to plant what a dear 
ſon may reap, to collect that which he may wiſely 
uſe; to watch the flames of gratitude riſing in his 
boſom! Oh, my father! Of this earthly para- 
diſc your monks moſt. wiſely ſpoke not. 


PHILIP. 
My ſon, my ſon! thou doſt condemn thyſelf. 
Thou pictureſt a happineſs, which thou didſt ne'er 
afford me. 


CARLOS. | 

May the Almighty judge of that! You ba: 
niſhed me not only from your heart, but from all 
ſhare of empire. Until this day—Oh ! was that 
kind or juſt ?—I, the Prince of Spain, was but a 
ſtranger, a priſoner in the country over which I 
ſhall hereafter rule. —How oft, how oft, my fa- 
ther, have I bluſhed when from the ambaſſadors 
of foreign ſtates, or from general report, I learnt 
the proceedings of your court! I concealed my 
ſeclings beneath affected levity. The King,“ 


| 
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faid I, * conducts his government with ſecreſy; 


e he prepares for his beloved ſon a joyful ſurpriſe 
© upon his coronation,” | | 


PHILIP. —_ 
2 fedfaftly at him.)— Carlos, thou de- 


lighteſt to dwell on the time when thy father 
ſhall be no more. 


| ' CARLOS. 
No, by Heaven !—I only ſpeak of that time, 


when I ſhall be indeed a man. Who is to blame, 
| if thoſe two periods are the ſame ? 


PHILIP, 


| It is an honorable office, which thou haſt 
choſen, to ſtand the hourly remembrancer of my 
mortality—to ſhew thy gratitude to him who gave 


| thee life, only by meditating on his death. 


7 CARLOS, | 

(TInterrupls him with eagerneſs. )— Satisfy my 
thirſt for action, and may your reign endure to 
the world's doom. 


, PHILIP. | 
Patience ! Thy youthful blood too fiercely 
boils; ; thou wouldſt but cauſe confuſion. 


CARLOS. 


Try me. My blood indeed boils dy. 1 
have ſeen threc-and- twenty years. I am the ſon of 
I | 
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Philip, and my arm has neither raiſed nor over- 
thrown aught in the univerſe. I'm now awak'd ; 
I feel my powers; my royal deſtiny cries out 
to me; and my loſt hours of youth tell me of 
what I owe my country. At length the glorious 
moment is arrived, which demands payment of 
the mighty debt. The page of hiſtory, the 
glory of my anceſtors, the trumpet of fame itſelf 
incites me: it is time to ruth into the liſts of ho- 
nor.— My King and Father, may I dare to utter 
the prayer, for which I come ? 


, PHILIP, 
A prayer! Name it. 


CARLOS. 


The difturbances of Brabant become formida- 
ble. The fury of rebellion calls for all our energy 
and prudence. To quell that mad enthufiaſm, 
the Duke, inveſted with the higheſt powers, is 
ordered to lead an army into Flanders. How 
honorable is this employment! How fit to 
open to the ſon of Philip, and grandſon of the 
great Emperor Charles, the path of glory! To 
me, my King, to me entruſt that army. The in- 
habitants of Brabant love me, and I am bold to 
pledge my life for their fidelity. 


PHILIP. 


Thou ſpeakeſt madly. This taſk requires a 
man, and not a boy. ; 


"0 
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CARLOS. | 
It requires the feelings of a man feelings which 


Alva nel er poſſeſſed. 


PHILIP. | 

Terror alone can overcome rebellion; pity 
would be madneſs. Thy ſoul, my ſon, is ten- 
der; the Duke is feared. Deſiſt from thy re- 
queſt. 

CARLOS, 

Give me the command, although my ſoul be 
tender. The very name of the Prince Royal will 
ſpread conqueſt before my ſtandard, when Alva's 
executioners could but inflict torture. On my 
knees I beg it of you. It is the firſt petition of 
my life. Father entruſt me with the government 
of Flanders ! | | 


PHILIP, 
Alter a long pauſe, during which he contemplates 
 CaRLos with a penetrating look. And at the 
ſame time entruſt thee with my beſt forces? Put 
the knife into my murderer's hand ? 


CARI.9S, | | 
* (Starting. )=O Heaven! Am I advanced no 
farther? And is this the fruit of an hour, I have 
io long and ardently deſired? (After ſome medi- 
*4ton, in a milder accent.) Reply more kindly. 
Send me not away with this afflicting anſwer, 


with this heavy heart! Show ſome favor, which 
may enliven my filial feelings, and bind me to 
you as a debtor. Treat me more graciouſly. 
What I requeſt, is the moſt urgent want of my 
ſoul. To aſk it, is my laſt and deſperate exertion. 
Gratitude alone can ſave my virtue. 


PHILIP. 


Interrupts him in @ ſevere and imperious manner.) 
—Thy virtue? | "0 


CARLOS. 

(Terrified, )—O God! what have I fad? _ My 
father, I was diſtracted. —1 cannot comprehend it; 
I cannot bear it as a man, that you ſhould thus 
deny me all—all that I aſk. Now you difmiſs 
me. Miſerably deceived by a thouſand enchant- 
ing viſions, I leave your preſence Now Alva 
and Dominick will fit in triumph, whilſt your 
ſon weeps in the duſt. The crowd of courtiers, 
the tribe of fallow monks ſtood by, when ſolemnly 
you granted me this audience. Do not inflict on 
me the deadly wound of this diſgrace, my father: 
jet me not encounter the ſneering inſolence of 
vaſſals, who riot in your bounty, whilſt Carlos 
offers up his prayers in vain. As a pledge of ſu- 
ture kindneſs, give me this command, 


PHILIP. 
If thou feareſt the anger of thy King, repeat 
thy prayer no more ! 
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CARLOS. 
Iwill dare the anger of my King, and pray for 


the laſt time. Give me this command. I muſt 


away from Spain. Evils, unſeen by every eye, 
hang over me. To ſtay here is as agoniſing as to 
breathe under the torturer's hand ; the air itſelf 


weighs on me, like the guiltineſs of blood. No- 


thing but an inſtant change of clime can cure me. 
If you would fave me, ſend me without delay to 


Flanders. 


PHILIP. | 
(With afefed coolneſs. )—Such patients as thou, 
my ſon, need the attentive eye of the phyſician, 
Thou muſt ſtay in Spain; the Duke will go to 
Flanders. 
CARLOS. 


CNilahy.)—O help me, ye good angels! 


PHILIP. 
(Starting. — Ha! what mean theſe looks? 


CARLOS. 
(With a trembling voice. — Father, do you abide 


by your deciſion ? 
| PHILIP. 


It came from the King. 


CARLOS. 
J have done. Bows and is retirmp.) 
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PHILIP. 
(After looking ftedfaftly at him for a while, calls 


him bach.) Prince, this filence is not ſubmiſſion, 


CARLOS. 

No. 
PHILIP. 

No ! 
4 1 CARLOS. 


Methought I ſaw the ſcroll that held the will of 
your great father, ſmoaking on a funeral pile. 


PHILIP, 
(Shuddering. )—W hat mean'ſt thou? 


CARLOS, 


He, ſo great a man, ſo perfect a monarch ! and 
ſhall I, a worm, complain? He gave an empire, 
I can but receive it; and how infinitely wide the 
difference between a ſon like me, and ſuch a 
father ! | | [ Exit. 

| | PHILIP. 5 

( Covering his face with his hands. )—Too heavily, 
O God, does thy hand preſs upon me !—My ſon |! 
my ſon ! 


—— ͤ— — — — — 
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SCENE III. 


Pntlir remains abſorbed in $/.vomy meditation; at 
length he walks a fe fes vp and down. ALVA 
approaches with ſome eravarrajjment. 


| PHILIP. 
Be in inſtant expectation o iy orders, to ſet off 
for Bruſſels. 
ALVA. 
All is prepared, Sire. 


PHILIP. 


| Your powers lie ready ſealed in the cabinet. 
Meanwhile, obtain an au enc of leave from the 
Queen ; and wait on the Prince Royal, to notify 
your departure, 
ALVA. 

J juſt now met him leaving this apartment, with 
a look of frenzy. Your Majeſty ſeems deeply 
moved too. Perhaps the ſubject of your conyer; 
ſation 


PHILIP, 
Was the Duke of Alva! (Fixing his eyes on the 


Duke.) But fear not; never ſhall my opinion 
of you be ſhaken, The Prince is not your friend. 
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ALVA. 
I am proud to ſhare my ſovereign's fate, 


| | PHILIP, | | 
{ ii diſplegſire. I know not, what I have to 
ſhare with the Duke of Alva. I am well pleaſed, 
that Carlos hates my counſellors, but not that he 
deſpiſes them. (ALva, colouring with anger, is 
about to ſpeak; PHllie interrupts him. No anſwer 
now. I permit your reconciliation with the Prince. 


ALVA. 
My ſovereign, I am a ſoldier and a knight! 


PHILIP. 

The Prince is your King's fon: Decide yourſelf, 
which of you ſhould exact the firſt ſubmiſſion ? 
Say, who was it that warned me of my ſon's black 
deſigns ? I liſtened then to you. In future I will 
have a fuller proof. Carlos ſhall ſtand nearer to 


my throne. Depart ! 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE. IV. 
An Antichamber to the Queen's Apartment, 


CarLos entering, in converſation with a Pact, The 
Altendants retire at his approach. 


CARLOS. 
A letter for me! wherefore this key? and why 
deliver both with ſuch ſecrecy? Come hither— 
whence brought you this ? 


| PAGE. 

(With an air of myſtery. The lady gave me 
to underſiand, that ſhe would rather be gueſſed at 
than deſcribed. | 

CARLOS. 

(Starting.)—The lady! (Looks, more earneſtly at 

the Page. )—W hat! how! Who art thou? 


PAGE. 
A Page of her Majeſiy, the Queen. 


CARLOS. 

(Afrighted, putting his hand on the Page's mouth. ) 
— Hold ! on your life. Iknow enough! (He tears 
open the leiter haſtily, and retreats to one end of the 
room to read it; meanwhile the Duke of Alva paſſes 


through the antichamber, and goes into the Queen's 
2 


th 
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apartment, unpercerved by the Prince. Can los 
trembles, and changes colour. After reading the 
letter, he remains a long time, with his eyes fixed 
on it, in filence—then turning to the Page. )J— 
Did ſhe give it you herſelf? 


PAGE. 
With her own hands. 


CARLOS, 

Herſelf !—=Do not deceive me. I ne'er have 
ſeen her writing, and I muſt believe thee, if thou 
canſt (wear it. If it be a lie, confeſs it 2 
but deceive me not. 


PAGE. 

Deceive you! 

CARLOS. 

(Links again at the letter, and obſerves the Page 
with doubt and earne/tne/s. )—Are your parents living? 
Your father, does he ſerve the King ? and is he 
of this country ? 


PAGE. 
He was a Colonel of the Duke of Savoy's forces, 
and died in battle at St. Quentin*. His name was 
Alonzo, Count of Henarez. 


* St. Quentin, a town in Picardy, near which, in the year 1557, 
the Spaniards obtained a ſignal victory over the French. T. 


L 
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CARLOS. 
(Taking him by the hand, and fixing his eyes ſigni- 
ficantly on him.) The King gave you this letter. 


PAGE. | 
(With emotion.) —Gracious Prince! How do I 
deſerve this ſuſpicion ? 


CARLOS. 


You weep! Well, pardon me. {Reads the 
eller.) This key opens the fartheſt apartments 
© of the Queen's pavilion, Of theſe the moſt re- 
© mote leads to a cabinet, into which the footſteps 
ce of no liflener can penetrate. Here the voice of 
ce love may, without reſtraint, confeſs thoſe feelings, 
c which hitherto only its looks have dared to ex- 
0 preſs, The timid lover may here expect a rich 
reward for all his ſilent ſufferings. 
cc E. * 

(Afier a pauſe, in which he ſeems laſt in à re- 
verie.) ] dream not—I am not mad—this is my 
hand—and this my ſword—theſe are written ſyl- 
lables—'tis even ſo: I am beloved; I am the hap- 
pieſt of happy beings throughout the boundleſs re- 


gions of creation, I am beloved. Almighty | 


God ! thy univerſe would be too ſmall a price 
for ſuch a joy ! 
PAGE. 


Come then, Prince, I will conduct you. 
| 1 


yy 5 
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CARLOS, 
Let me firſt collect my ſcatter'd ſenſes. Do I not 
ſtill tremble with this convulſive ſhock of happi- 
neſs? Even my hopes dared never ſoar ſo high: 


my dreams of bliſs were not ſo exquiſite. What 


mortal can ſo inſtantly aſſume a godlike being? 
The air I breathe, the ſun which I behold, are not 
the ſame as formerly. The world no more appears 
a theatre of woe; thoſe dreams are paſt, and I am 
awake to joy. She loves me. Let me tell it boldly 
to the world—tell it (Going. 


PAGE. 
To whom? Whither are you going ? Lou 


forget — 


CARLOS. 


(Struck with ſudden terror. — The King, my fa- 
ther. ¶ His arms ſink; he caſis @ timid look round, 
then collecting himſelf.) —Yes, thou art right. I was 
juſt now beſide myſelf. "Tis dreadful, to keep ſuch 
emotions cloſe pent up in my breaſt, Midnight 
filence beſt ſuits him, who moves a hidden treaſure ; 
therefore I will be ſecret. (Takes the Page by the 
hand, and leads him afide.)—W hat thou haſt ſeen 
to-day—doſt thou hear me? let it be buried in 
deep concealment. Now go ! I ſhall not necd thy 
guidance. Go! we muſt not he ſeen together. 
Go! (The Page going. But ſtop! (The Page 
comes back. Carlos laying his hand upon his ſhoulder, 

L2 | 
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looks fledfaftly in his face.) Thou beareſt with thee 
a dreadful ſecret, which, like ſtrong poiſon, may 
burſt the cup that holds it. Let it not come near 
the throne ; hide it from hawk-ey'd curiofity ; go- 
vern well thy countenance, nor let it betray the ſa- 
, cred truſt within thy boſom, Be like the inani- 
mate trumpet, which hears not its own piercing 
' blaſt. Thou art a boy; continue to appear ſo, 
and play thy boyiſh gambols. Well did the lovely 
writer chooſe her meſſenger ; the King will never 
dread a traitor here. 


PAGE. 5 
And I, Prince, ſhall be proud to poſſeſs a ſecret, 
hidden from the King himſelf. 


CARLOS, 


Fooliſh boy! tremble at that thought !—When- 
c'er thou meeteſt me in public, thou muſt approach 
with cold ſubmiſſion. Let not vanity prompt 
thee, to diſcover the ſhare thou haſt in the Prince's 
favor. To pleaſe me, will be accounted thy 
greateſt crime. Utter not thy thoughts to me 
henceforth in words; nor let them openly appear; 
but rather, like the murderous fugitive, creep by 
iy ſome hidden paſſage to my ſoul. Speak with thine - 
eye, thy geſture, and I will anſwer with a look. 

The very air, the light, are Philip's ſpies, and the 

| deaf walls around us are bribed to evidence againſt 
| me.—Some one approaches. Get thee gone! 
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(The door of the Queen's apartment opens, and the 
Duke of Alva comes out.) 


PAGE. | | 
Prince, be careful not to mils the right apartment. 


CARLOS. 
It is the Duke. No, I ſhall find my way. 
| Exit Page. 
SCENE V. 


Don Carros, Duke of Al- va. 


ALVA. 


Two words, moſt gracious Prince! 


CARLOS, 
Some other time. Going. 


ALVA. 


The place is not, indeed, moſt ſuitable. Per- 
haps your Royal Highneſs may be pleaſed to grant 
me audience in your chamber. 


CARLOS, | 
Why ſo? It may be here. Only be brief! 


ALVA. 


The ſubje& of my conference with your Highnef 
is to return you thanks. | 
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CARLOS, | 


Thanks ! Return me thanks! Why ſhould the 
Duke of Alva thank me ? 


ALVA. 


No ſooner had you left our Sovereign's preſence, 
than I was ordered to depart for Bruſſels. 


CARLOS. 
For Bruſſels? 


ALVA. 


To what, Prince, can I attribute this command, 
but to your gracious interceſſion with the King ? 


CARLOS. 
My interceflion ? No, indeed, not mine. You 


are ſetting off—well—a good journey to you. 


ALVA. 


Is that all? I am ſurpriſed. And has your Royal 
Highneſs nothing to charge me with for Flanders? 


CARLOS. 
What ſhould I have ? 


ALVA. 


Not long ago, the fate of thoſe provinces ſeemed 


to demand the preſence of Don Carlos; and now 


I am ſurpriſed— 
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CARLOS. 


You are a great general—no one doubts that ; 
envy herſelf muſt own it. As for me, I am a youth. 
Thus the King judged, and he was right—quite 
right, and I am ſatisfied. So, enough of this. Suc- 
ceſs attend you. At preſent, as you ſee, I have no 
time buſineſs preſſes ; what you have elſe to ſay, 
to-morrow, or ſome other opportunity—perhaps 
when you return from Bruſſels. 


ALVA. 
What ! ten years hence ? 


CARLOS. 

Farewell! After, a pauſe, ſeeing. that the Duke 
fill remains. )—You've a fair ſeaſon for your jour- 
ney. Your way, I think, is through Milan, Lor- 
rain, Burgundy, and Germany.—Germany! Yes; 
there you're known. Iis now April. A few 
months will bring you to Bruſſels, and I doubt not, 
we ſhall ſoon hear of your victories. You will find 
the way to merit our gracious confidence. 


ALVA. 
What! “ with the mortifying conſciouſneſs of 
infignificance *” 
CARLOS, 


Duke, you ſeem hurt—and you have reaſon ; I 
own 'twas not quite fair to uſe againſt you weapons, 
which you dared not wield. | 


— ——  —  — 
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ALVA. 
Dared not ! 


CARLOS. 
Folding out his hand to the Duke, with a con- 
temptuous ſmile.) —Well, I've not time to balance 
this account ; defer it to another opportunity. 


ALVA. 

Prince, we wrong cach other ; you look on me 
as twenty years too old, and I conſider you ſo 
much too young. But. think, what a price your fa- 
ther would have paid for ſuch an arm as this, to 
wield his ſceptre. He knows how much more eaſy 
*tis to find an heir for his dominions, than to raiſe 
ſuch an empire. 

CARLOS, 


True, very true, Duke—but— | 


ALVA. 
And how much blood muſt flow, to fix a crown 
upon the brow of his deſcendants. 


CARLOS. 

Well, Duke, you've ſtrongly urged the plea of 
merit againſt the pride of . Now for the 
PTD. 

ALVA. 

Woe to infant royalty, that mocks the band 
which foſters it! our victories are the cuſhion, on 
' which it may ſleep ſoundly, In the crown are ſeen 
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only the ſparkling gems, and not the wounds which 
purchaſed them. This ſword preſcribed to diſtant 
nations Spaniſh laws; it led the Chriftian cauſe to 
conqueſt, and marked the bloody furrows for the 
ſeed of faith. 8 

CARLOS. | 

I know it well, but no more! I do not wiſh to 
bend my thoughts that way. My father's choice 1s 
juſt : he needs an Alva, yet I lament the cauſes of 
that need. You're a great man. It may be fo; 
nay, I almoſt believe it: but, methinks, you 
came into the world ſome thouſthd years too ſoon. 
An Alva would ſuit the end of days, when the giant 
inſolence of vice ſhall have exhauſtedthelong-ſuffer- 
ing of the Almighty, and the full- waving harveſt of 
miſdeeds ſhall aſk the avenging fickle. Then 
would you find a taſk moſt fit for you. O God! 
my beloved Flanders but I muſt not think of it— 
let us bury it filence. 


1. ALVA-: | 

'Tis greater mercy, Prince, to ſacrifice a ſew for 
the ſalvation of the many, than at the peril of the 
human race, to ſave a few trom death. Heaven it- 
ſelf gave us a great example, when, to purify a 
world, a world ,was overwhelmed. The peſti- 
lence— ' 

CARLOS, 


The peſtilence, I know it, is your emblem. 
'Tis faid, you carry with you a great number of 
death-warrants, ready ſigned. That's well, it 

M 
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will prevent delay. Oh, my father, how unjuſtly 
did I accuſe you of harſhneſs in refuſing me an 
office, which ſo well ſuits an Alva! Twas your 
firſt proof of kindneſs. 


ALA. 
Prince, your words deſerve 


CARLOS, 
What? 
| ALVA. 
But your birth protects you. 
CARLOS, 
(Drawing his fword.)—That demands blood, 
Draw, Duke! 
| ALVA. 
( Contemptuouſly.)—Draw |! 
CARLOS. 


Draw ! or I run you through. 

ALVA. 
(Drawing.)—Well ! If it muſt be fo.—{(They 
lu.) | 
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SCENE VI. 


The Queen, Don CarLos, Duke of ALVA. 


QUEEN. 
(Coming out of her apartment, with great terror.) 
What! ſwords drawn? (to the Prince, in an angry 
and commanding tone) Carlos 


CARLOS. 
(Struck at the fight of the Queen, drops his fword, 


remains a while motionleſs, then advancing towards 
the Duke, embraces him.) Pardon, Duke ! let all 
be forgotten. (Throws himſelf ſilently at the feet of 
the Queen ; then riſing haſtily, departs in confuſion.) 


ALVA. 
(Looking after him with aſtoniſhment.)—By Hea- 
ven, 'tis ſtrange ! | ; 
QUEEN. 
(Remains for a few moments, as if in doubt, then 
retiring to her apartment, calls to the Duke.) Duke 
of Alva! He follows her.) 
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SCENE VII. 
Die Princeſs of Eno11's Apartment. 


The Princeſs in a ſimple but elegant dreſs, playing 
on the lute. The Queen's Page enters. 


PRINCESS, 
(355 ing liaſtily.) — ls he coming? 


PAGE. 

Are you alone? 

| PRINCESS. 

le is coming! I hear it in the mufic of thy ſtep 

| —in the ſoft melody of thy breath. - it—he 
is coming. 


PAGE. 


I am ſurpriſed I do not find him here; but he 
will ſurely appear in an inſtant, 


PRINCESS. 
Will he ? Then it is certain. 


— 2 — — - . 
_ — — ———4b: — e— 


PAGE. 


| He treads upon my -very footlieps. Princeſs, 
you are beloved! beloved as no one elſe has ever 


been. Oh, what a ſcene I witneſſed ! 


PRINCESS, 
(Catching hold of his hand.)—Quick ! tell me. 
4 
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Thou ſpokeſt to him. What ſaid he? How did he 
look? Was he embarraffed ? Did he gueſs, who 
'twas that ſent the key? Did he gueſs right or 
wrong? Tell me.— Thou anſwereſt not a word. 
O, ſhame upon thee ! How dull, how leaden are 
thy looks! How flow thy utterance |! 


PAGE. 


You do not give me time to ſpeak a word, dear 
Princeſs.” Twas in the Queen's antichamber, that 
I delivered him the letter and the key ; when in my 
haſte I ſaid, a lady ſent me, he ſtarted, and look'd 


earneſtly upon me. 


PRINCESS. 
He ſtarted ! Well—go on. 


PAGE. 


I would have ſpoken more, but he grew pale, 
and ſnatched the letter from my hand, with a 
threatening look; ſaid, he knew all: then caſt his 
eyes over it in confuſion, and ſuddenly began to 

tremble. 
| PRINCESS. 


Knew all! knew all !” Did he ſay that 2 


PAGE. 
| Three or four times he aſked, if you yourſelf had 
given me the letter ? 


— 


e , , e 


8 DON CARLOS. 


PRINCESS. 
1, myſelf! What! did he mention, then, my 


name? 
PAGE. 


Your name? No, no! he did not name you. 
He faid there might be cunning ſpies, who would 
inform the King. | 


PRINCESS, 
(With ſurpriſe.) Were thoſe his words? 
PAGE. f 
- » The King, he ſaid, would think the informa- 
tion of high importance. 
PRINCESS. 
The King! Didſt thou hear right? 
PAGE. 


Yes; he called it a moſt dangerous ſecret, and 
warned me to keep ſtrict guard upon my words and 
looks, leſt the King ſhould conceive ſuſpicion. 


PRINCESS. 
( After fome reflection, with aſtoniſhment. )—=[t 


muſt be—'tis all connected he ſurely knows it.— 


Strange! who can have told him? Who!—none 
but the eagle eye of love could pierce fo deep. 


Well, well! go on! He read the letter. 


PAGE, 
The note, he ſaid, contain'd a pes at 
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which he ought to tremble—a happineſs of which 
he had not dared to dream. He ſpoke too of the 
key but juſt then the Duke entering the anti- 
chamber, obliged us | 


PRINCESS. 


But why talk of the Duke ? The key, good 
Henarez, what ſaid he of the key? Be more par- 
ticular, be not ſo haſty. What ſaid he? Tell me 


all! 


PAGE. 
That it was the key to Paradiſe. 


PRINCESS. a 
But where ſtays he? where does he loiter? why 
not appear? Seeſt thou, how falſe men are! All 


this time he might have enjoyed the happineſs, of 


which thou haſt been talking. 


PAGE. 


I fear, the Duke 


PRINCESS. 

The Duke again! What has the Duke to do 
with my affections? He might have left him, have 
diſmiſſed him. That, ſure, was eaſy ; but, in- 
deed, I fear, thy Prince is little vers'd in love, or 
in the heart of woman, He does not know what 
minutes are. 
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PAGE. 


_ - Princeſs, you calumniate an angel. 


PRINCESS. 


( Pleaſed, and tapping him on the cheek. )—Go, 
K r thou thus of him? 


PAGE. 


80 dignified and great, and yet ſo DEP. Alas, 
that he ſhould be a King! Why is he not a 
brother! | 


PRINCESS. 


( Turning away to conceal her tears—then ſqueezing 
the Page s hand 401th emotion.) - But thou doſt not 
remind me, that I fill owe my kind meſſenger his 
reward. 0 Sie tales from the table a fword-belt, ſet 
with diamonds, and preſents it to the Page.) Take 
this, my dear boy, as a remembrance of me, when 


thou firſt beareſt a ſword. 


PAGE. 


Does a happy woman thus reward me? Have my 
tidings defery'd no other recompence ? At ſuch a 
moment, when the full tide of tranſport is ap- 
proaching, ſhall I be fatisficd with paltry diamonds ? 
Shall I have ſeen upon your check the glowing 
beam of love, have known who is to riot in theſe 
charms, and reſt contented with ſuch a payment: 
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PRINCESS. 


I hear a footſtep. Tis the Prince. Away! 
away! (Exit Page.)—Where is my Jute? He 
muſt ſurpriſe me—my ſong ſhall guide him to me. 


SCENE VIII. 


The Princtss. Don Cantos. 


The PrINCEss fits playing on her lute ; Carlos, 
entering, perceives her, and ſeems thunderſtruck. 


CARLOS, 
Heavens, where am I ! 


PRINCESS, 
(Dropping the Iute, goes to meet him. — Prince 
Carlos? Yes—it is fo. | 

CARLOS, 
(Aſde.) Where am I? Curſed error! I have 
miſſed the right apartment. 


PRINCESS. 
(With affected ſurpriſe.)—How eaſy ſuch an error 
is to Carlos ! 
CARLOS, 
Pardon me, Princeſs, I—I found the anticham- 
ber open, 
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PRINCESS. 


/ With a ſmile. )—No, ys I thought I had 


faſten'd it myſelf. 
CARLOS. 
Faſten'd—no, no—it was not faſten'd—you 
meant perhaps. But no—The outer lock—the 
inner, I would ſay, was faſt indeed. 


PRINCESS. 

The inner lock! and yet you entered! Pray, 
how was that ? 

CARLOS, 

Nothing is more fimple—nothing eaſier. Luckily 
I mean unluckily—lI had a key which fitted it 
exactly. I was led hither by accident. The ſound 
of a lute attracted me. A lute, was it not ? 
+ Looking round.) —True ! there it lies. I love a 
late to madneſs, and hearing it, I was beſide my- 
ſelf; I ruſhed into the chamber to behold the fair 
muſician, whole divine In ſo wondrouſly 
enchanted me. t 
PRINCESS. 

And yet your curioſity is ſoon ſatisfied. (After 
a pauſe )—Prince, I admire your diſcretion, which 
would ſpare a woman's bluſhes. 


CARLOS. 
Princeſs, I but augment my own embarraſſment. 
Excuſe me from a part, for which J am ſo unſfit. 
You ſought in this remote apartment a refuge from 


t. 
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the world, where unobſerved you might indulge 
the feelings of your heart. Unhappy that I am 
my preſence has diſturbed your lovely dream. I can 
atone for it only by withdrawing. Going. 


PRINCESS. 
Carlos ! 


Princeſs, I feel what ſuch a look, in ſuch a 
place, muſt mean ! I venerate your virtuous em- 


barraſſment. Woe to him, whom a woman's fears 
make bold! a bluſh diſarms me. 


PRINCESS, 


Is it poſſible ? Such prudence with your years 
and rank! Now, Prince, I muſt myſelf intreat 
that you would ſtay. Under the protection of ſo 
much virtue, I need not tremble. But let us leave 
this farce. Why ſhould we loſe this happy mo- 
ment, which, as you ſay, Prince, chance has given 
us? Your ſudden appearance made me break off my 
favorite air, and (leading him to a ſeat) your pu- 
niſhment muſt be, to hear me play it once again. 


CARLOS. 


A puniſhment ſo ſweet for ſuch a crime! An air 
ſo moving, that I could dwell on it with pleaſure, 
though ne'er ſo oft repeated | 


N 2 
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PRINCESS. 
Yon heard it all then, Prince ? Nay, that was 
unpardonable. It was, I think, a ſong of love. 


CARLOS. 
And if I am not miſtaken, of ſucceſsful love: a 
beauteous ſubject from thoſe lips, yet not ſo true 
as beauteous. | 
PRINCESS, 


Not true ! You doubt then ? 


| CARLOS. 

(Serioufly. I doubt that Carlos and the Princeſs 
Eboli, on ſuch a ſubject may miſtake each other. 
(She iuris; he perceives it, and continues with an air 
of gallantry. )—For who could e'er believe, that 
theſe roſy cheeks concealed a heart torn by the 
pangs of love? Can the Princeſs Eboli incur the 
hazard of an unheard, or unrequited paſſion ? He 
only feels love's power, whoſe love is hopeleſs. 


PRINCESS. 


Huſh ! that ſounds terribly. You, above all others, 
dread ſuch a fate! and dread it at this moment ! 
(Takmg his hand, as if much mtereſted.)—You are 
fad, Prince; you areunhappy—nay, indeed, unhappy. 
But wherefore? The world invites you loudly to en- 
joyment; the laviſh gifts of nature are ſhowered on 
you ; and your high claims enſure you every plea- 
ſure. You, a great monarch's ſon ; you, whoſe 
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rare talents, even in infancy, outſhone the ſplendor 
of your rank; you, whom the whole female ſex 
beholds with partial eyes—that ſex, from whoſe 
irrevocable judgment man receives the prize of 
worth and honor, Can he alone be miſerable ? 
he, who conquers with a look ! whoſe very cold- 
neſs kindles the flame of love, and who, when 
warmed himſelf, ſcatters around him all the joys 
of heaven ! he, who alike can conſtitute the hap- 
pineſs of millions, and of a choſen few! O Hea- 
ven, that gaveſt him all, why thus deny him eyes 
to contemplate his victories ? 


' CARLOS. 

(Alo has been Ioft in a reverie, ſuddenly ftarts up.) 
Excellent! incomparable ! Princeſs, ſing me 
again that paſſage. 

PRINCESS. 
Carlos! where have you been thus abſent ? 


CARLOS. 
True, you remind me juſt in time. I muſt 
away. Going. | 


| PRINCESS, 
( Catches him by the arm. )—Whither ? 


CARLOS, 
ln an agony.) —You know, whither.—No, no, 
you know not—I muſt away from hence—into the 
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air. Do not hold me, Princeſs! 1 feel, as if the 
world was all in flames behind me. 


PRINCESS, 
CDetaining kim. )-—W hat troubles you? Whence 
- theſe wild looks? (He remains immoveable, and 
Ja in thought. She leads him to a ſeat.) Dear 
Carlos, you want reſt: ſit down. Away with 
theſe dark feveriſh fancies! Aſk of your heart 
what mean its tumults. Or, if you already 
know their meaning, is there in this court no no- 
bleman, no lady, who deſerves to ſhare the ſe- 
cret? 
CARLOS. 
(With affefed levity.)—Perhaps the Princeſs 
 Eboki. | 


PRINCESS. 
(Joyſully. J—Indecd ! 
CARLOS, 


Grant me, Princeſs, a petition. Give me your 
influence with my father. I hear tis powerful. 


— — 


'$B PRINCESS. 
You hear ſo? From whom? (Aſide.) Ha! 
*T'was ſuſpicion, then, which kept him ſilent. 


CARLOS. 
I had a wiſh—Perhaps it is already public—to 
vifit Brabant—merely to exercite myſelf in arms. 


DON CARLOS. 95 


But my good father is unwilling: he fears that 
the fatigues of war may hurt my health. 


PRINCESS. 


Carlos, you play falſe. Conſeſs, that by this 
ſubterfuge you would deccive me. Look in my 
face, deceiver. Would he, whoſe only thoughts 
are war, deſcend to ſuch a trifling theft as this, 
from ſome fair lady, (e ſuddenly twitches off a 
ribbon from his ſhirt collar) and keep it ſo care- 
fully concealed ? 


CARLOS. 


Princeſs, I am betrayed. You know my ſe- 
cret. 


PRINCESS. 


Are you ſurpriſed at that? I could recall to 
your remembrance, Prince, events which you long 
ſince have ccaſed to dream of.—If not even the 
,momentary ſports of fancy, if a half-uttered 
found, a ſmile checked by returning gloom, a bud, 
a flower thoughtleſsly torn in pieces, a fly ſtruck 
with a careleſs hand; if none of theſe eſcaped 
me, when your own ſoul was abſent; judge, 
Prince, how well I knew your inmoſt thoughts! 


CARLOS. 

That, indeed, is ſaying much. Lou promiſe to 

make diſcoveries in my heart, of which I'm igno- 

rant myſelf. 
I 
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PRINCESS. 

(With fome dypleaſure.)—You are ignorant? 
Recolle& yourſelf, Prince. Look around—You 
need not, in this chamber, as in the apartment 
of the Queen, employ diflimulation. — You 
ſtart! A ſudden bluſh o'erſpreads your counte- 
nance. You are ſurpriſed, that any one ſhould 
have the inquiſitive boldneſs to watch Carlos, 
when he believes himſelf unnoticed. Who ob: 
ſerved you, when at the laſt ball you left the 
Queen, your partner, and forced your way to- 
ward the Princeſs Eboli? That error, Prince, 
the King himſelf, who was juſt . per- 
ceived. 


CARLOS. 


(With an ironical ſmile. )—The King? — He, 
indeed, of all men, ſhould not have ſeen it. 


PRINCESS. 


Nor ſhould he that which happen'd in the 
Palace chapel, and which you perbaps have 
equally forgotten. You lay before the image 
of the Holy Virgin, poured forth in prayers, | 
when ſuddenly the ruſtling of ſome ladies' 
 drefles was heard behind you. ' The brave ſon of t 
Philip began to tremble like a. heretic before the 
Holy Tribunal. The half-finiſhed prayer died on 
his pale lips, ogerwhelmed by the wild tumult of 
his pattions. "Twas a ſcene which called for pity— 
Prince, you ſeized the ſacred Virgin's marble 
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hand, and rained on it a ſhower of burning 
kiſſes. 


CARLOS, 


Nay, Princeſs—there you wrong me— Twas 
devotion ! 5 


PRINCESS. 

What was it, then, when fitting with the Queen 
and me at cards, you ſtole this glove— (Car- 
Los flarts up, confuſed.) which afterwards you 
threw upon the table ? 


CARLOS. 
Oh, God! what have I done? 


PRINCESS. 

Nothing, I hope, which you would recall. 
How pleaſantly was I ſurpriſed, to find concealed 
in it a note. The expreſſions were tenderly ro- 
mantic. 

CARLOS, 

(Eagerly interrupting her. Mere poetry—no- 
thing elſe. My fancy teems with bubbles, which 
break as ſoon as they ariſe—and this was one of 
them. Let's talk no longer of it. 


PRINCESS, | 
Nay, nay—this is too much. Heavens! how 


© 
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incomprehenſibly myfterious! In vain I try to 
fathom it—in vain attempt to graſp the ſhadowy 
form. (She remains a few moments ſilent.) — Yet 
how? Is it the immeaſureable pride of man, 
which, to obtain new Teverence, wraps itſelf in _ 
the cloak of modeſty ?—"Tis ſo! {Approaching 
the Prince, ſie looks at him with doubt.) Speak 
plainly, Prince I'm loſt in wonder. 


| CARLOS. 
And I no lets fo—(A parſe} 


PRINCESS, 


It ſhall be ſo—I muſt reſolve to ſpeak at once. 
I will make you my judge. Yours is a noble 
_nature—You are a prince, a ſoldier, a man of 
honor. I throw myſelf on your protection. 
You will ſave me, Prince; or, if I ſhould be loſt 
beyond falvation, at leaſt you'll weep for me. 
(He approaches her with a look of pity.) An 
inſolent favorite of the monarch demands my 
hand- Ruy Gomez, Count of Silva. The King 
will have it ſo, and I am already ſold to his crea- 
iure 


CARLOS. 


Sold! Sold! Another bargain of this royal 
trader! O ſpeak of him no more !—Touch not 
| 2 nerve, which vibrates ſo acutely. 
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PRINCESS, 

You muſt hear all Twas not enough, that I 
was ſacrificed to courtly policy. A ſnare was laid 
even for my innocence. Long have I been pur- 
ſued by the licentious paſſion of the King himſelf. 
Here is a paper, which will unmaſk the ſain.— 
(CarLos takes the paper, and, without reading it, 
continues to liſten eagerly to the Princeſs.) Where 
ſhall I find protection, Prince? Until now, my 
virtue was defended by my pride. At length—— 


CARLOS. 
At length you yielded? Oh, do not fay fo! 


PRINCESS. 

Yielded! To whom? Vain error of thoſe 
haughty minds, who think a woman's heart is 
but a toy, which may be trafficked for! Love / 
has no price but love! It is the only thing on 
all the globe, which never can be ſold. Like the 
invaluable pearl, which the proud merchant, 
ſpurning the wealth of monarchs, reſtored un- 
purchaſed to the ſea. 


' CARLOS. 
{ Aide.) By Heaven! ſhe is beautiful! 


| PRINCESS. 

Be it caprice or vanity—l will not divide the 

joys of love. To the poſſeſſor of my heart I give 
O 2 
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up all forall. I make one offering, and that offer. 
ing is eternal. My love can impart happineſs only 
to one, but to him it will be the happineſs of 
heaven. The rapturous harmony of ſouls, the 
glowing kiſs, the moment of delight, the magic 
power of beauty—theſe all are ſiſter colours of one 
Tay, leaves of one bloſſom. Shall 1 madly tear 
away a ſingle leaf, and ſpoil the beauteous flower? 
Shall I degrade the dignity of woman, the maſter- 
piece of the Almighty, to yield to the luxurious 
debauchee a moment of diſgraceful pleaſure ? 


CARLOS, 


(Afide.)—Incredible! That Madrid ſhould poſ- 
ſeſs ſuch a treaſure, and I have ne'er diſcovered it 
till now? 


PRINCESS. 


Long ago ſhould 1 have quitted this court, this 
world, and have immured myſelf in ſome holy re- 
treat; but one tie ſtill binds me firmly to exiſt- 
ence. Alas! perhaps a phantom! Yet a phan- 
tom too dear to be relinquiſhed—] love—but, oh! 
I'm not beloved! 


CARLOS, 


( Approaching her with animation. )—Not loved ! 
Great God. of heaven! Yes, yes, believe mc, 
you are, you muſt be, unſpcakably beloved. 

Uh | 
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PRINCESS. 


From you! From you thoſe ſounds! Oh! 
they are the ſoothing wniſpers of my guardian 
angel. Yes, Carlos, I believe them all from you— 
I am beloved. 


CARLOS. 


(Embracing her with tenderneſs. Exquiſite crea» 
ture! Lovely, tecling maid! I ftand before 
thee all eye, all ear, all rapture, all aſtoniſhment. 
What mortal could look upon thee, and not learn 
to love! But wherefore art thou here? Here, 
in the court of Philip : here, among the monks, 
and monkiſh bigots? This is no clime for ſuch a 
beautcous flower; they would fain tear the bloſſom 
from its ſpray. But no—they ſhall not, they ſhall 
not, whilſt I draw the breath of liſe. I fold thee 
in my arms—my arms ſhall ſhicld thee from legi- 
ons of aſſailing devils. Yes, let me be thy guar- 
dian ſpirit, 

PRINCESS. 


O Carlos! how little have I known you? How 
rich a payment is your noble heart for all the anx- 
ious ſufferings I have endured in learning to unra- 
vel it. (She takes his hand, and attempts to kiſs it.) 


CARLOS, 
(Drawing it back. )—Princeſs—— 
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PRINCESS, 


(With graceful flattery contemplating his hand. )— 
How lovely is this hand! How rich! This 
hand, Prince, has two coſtly preſents to beſtow, 
the diadem and the heart of Carlos, and both 
perhaps on one happy woman. On one! Oh! 
what a great and godlike preſent! almoſt too 
great for mortal—Prince, how, if you ſeparate 
theſe gifts? A queen can love but poorly—and 
ſhe who loves, is as poorly ſuited to the crown, 
Then feparate them, Prince, Refolve at once. 
Perhaps you have already done it. Is it ſo in- 
deed? And do I know the happy woman ? 


CARLOS. 


Thou ſhalt. Dear maid, to thee, to thy inno- 
cence, thy pure unſpotted nature I will unfold 
myſelf. Thou in this court art the moſt worthy, 
the firſt, the only one, to whom my whole foul 
was cer revealed. Yes—l will not conceal it—I 


love. 
PRINCESS. 
Unkind one! And was the avowal then fo 
painful to you? Could my tears alone prove me 
deſerving of your love? 


CARLOS: 
{Starts How! What ſay you? 
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PRINCESS, 


So incxpreſtibly to torture me! No, truly, 
Prince, it was not kind. And even to deny the 
key! 


CARLOS, 

The key, the key! _ {After ſome moments of 
filent thought.) "Tis fo. Yes, I perceive it all. 
My God! My God! {His knees lotter; he ſup- 
ports hinſelf againſt a ſeat, and covers his face 
with his hands. After a long pauſe, accompanied 
with terror on both ſides.) 


PRINCESS. 
Horrible! What have I done! 


CARLOS, 


(Starting up in a wild tranſport of grief. )—Hurl- 
ed down to deep from all my heavenly joys !— 
Oh! *tis maddening ! 


PRINCESS. 


(Hiding her face, full C4 /hame.]) — 0 God! 
W hat a diſcovery ! 


CARLOS. | 
(Kneelias before her.) — Princeſs, I am not 
guilty—A paſſion—an unhap;y error! By Hea- 
ven, I am not guilty. 


4 
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' PRINCESS. 
/ Puſhing him from her. )—Away, for God's ſake, 
from my fight! 
CARLOS. 
No. TI not leave you thus. 


PRINCESS. 
In pity, leave my fight. Tis death to look on 
you. (He is going.) Return my letter, and my 
key. Where is the other letter ? 


CARLOS, 
What other ? 

PRINCESS, 
That from the King. 

CARLOS; 
From whom ? 

PRINCESS. 


That which I juſt now gave you. 


CARLOS. 
A letter from the 0 And addreffed to 
you! 
PRINCESS, 


O heavens! how dreadfully am I involved! 
The letter! Reftorc it to me 
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| CARLOS. 
From the King to you ? 


PRINCESS. 
The letter—Oh ! give it me, by all that's holy! 


CARLOS. 
The letter in which the vicious paſſion of the 
royal Iibertine is unfolded. The letter 


PRINCESS, 
uh ringing her hands in deſpair.) I am undone. 
O horrible! On what has my imprudence ven- 
tured ? 


CARLOS, 

This letter—this from the King. Yes, Princeſs, 
(Jolding it up triumphantly,)—this letter is invalu- 
able. Not all the power of Philip ſhall wreſt it 
from me. (Going.) 


PRINCESS, 


ne to detain him.) Great God! I'm 
loſt, if you are ſo baſe, 


CARLOS, 

(Taking her by the hand, with a dignified ſeriouf- 
neſs.)—Then only, Princeſs, when I am baſe, 
may the remembrance of this hour excite your 
bluſhes. (Exit. 


rb DON CARLOS. 


SCENE IX. 


The PRINcESS alone. 


(She ſeems overcome with ſurpriſe, remains ſome 
time immoveable, then, haſtening after him, ex- 
claims) — Prince! One word more! — Prince! 
Hear me !—He is gone ; he deſpiſes me; and 1 
remain alone, in wretchedneſs. Scorn'd and re- 
jedded! (She jinks into a chair—after a pauſe) No! 
he but rejects me for a rival. He loves—he has 
confeſſed 1t.—But who is this happy woman ?— 
Thus much 1s plain : his love is fixed on a forbid- 
den object. He dreads diſcovery—he avoids his 
father's ſcrutinizing glance, But wherefore ? 
Does he fear him only as a father? When the 
licentious paſſion of the King was mentioned, - his 
features glowed with triumph—he exulted. "Twas 
not the indignation of offended virtue — Why 
ſhould he rejoice, that Philip prefers another to 
his Queen? —His Queen—(She fops, as if flruck 
by a ſudden thought then, drawing haſtily from her 
boſom-the ribbon, which ſhe had taken from CaxLos, 
ſeems to recogniſe it.)—Fool that I was! Now, 
now, indeed, tis plain; where were my ſenſes ?— 
They loved each other, long ere Philip choſe 
her, The Prince nc'er ſaw me but with her. 
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"Twas ſhe then, and not I, who was the object of 
bis warm, his boundleſs paſſion! O unheard-of 
error! And I revealed to him my weakneſs. (4 
pauſe.) —Can his love be hopeleſs? No. T'll not 
believe it. Hope alone ſupported him in ſuch a 
trial, What, to refuſe a gift, for which the 
mightieſt of monarchs ſues in vain !—Hopeleſs 
love would ſurely yield to this temptation.—What 
fire was in his kiſs—how tenderly he preſs'd me to 
his beating heart! He took the key, which he 
believed came from the Qucen—he thought not 
this giant ſtep too vaſt for her affection. He 
came himſelf—how could he e'er imagine the wife 
of Philip would be ſo madly daring? He muſt 
have had undoubted proofs of love from her. 
'Tis clear; ſhe liſtens to his paſſion : ſhe returns 
it. By Heaven, this faintly creature loves !—l 
trembled before this paragon of virtue. She ſtood 
beſide me, a more exalted heing, and in her ra- 
diance I felt myſelf eclipſed. I envied her ſublime 
tranquillity, which ſeem'd exempt from all emo- 
tions of human weakneſs. Yet this was but a 
maſk—She would ſhare alike the feaſt of virtue 
and of pleaſure, would boldly claim the crown 
of female honor, and riot in the ſecret joys of 
vice. Falſe diſſembler! Shall ſhe do this, and 
with impunity? No, no, by heavens—I once 
adored her. That, that demands revenge. The 
Eing ſhall know her artifice—The King! (After 
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ſome © meditation.) True—it ſhall be thus. (She 
pulls a bell.) 


SCENE xX. 


The Princes. A Pace. 


PRINCESS. 
Does not the Court meet this evening ? 


PAGE. 
Yes, they are already afſembiing. 


| PRINCESS. 
Tf you can draw aſide the Confeſſor 


PAGE. 
Dominick ? 
DM PRINCESS. 
Requeſt him to wait in the left-hand apartment, 
till I can diſengage myſelf from the crowd. A 


circumſtance of ſome importance. Tell him, I with 
to ſpeak with him. 


PAGE. 
I Will. 


PRINCESS, 
In the left-hand apartment. Remember! 
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PAGE. 
Very well. [ Exit. 


SCENE XI. 


Pzincess alone. 


No, I am not quite forſaken—One lover till 
remains—a royal lover! O Fortune, I am un- 
grateful to thee! How many rich and noble 
women would contend to ſhare thoſe ſmiles, 
which I have treated with diſdain! And was 
not this enough? Would nought but love con- 
tent me? His ſoul's not formed for love. But 
there are other paths to happineſs. Envy .and 
Flattery both aſſert it. Why ſhould I not be- 
lieve them? What! Do I think of love, 
now whilſt my wounded honor is ſtill bleed- 
ing? Calls not my injured pride more awfully 
upon me, than the ſoft whiſpers of a love-ſick 
heart? The Monarch's power alone can avenge 
this inſult, The intoxicating draught of great- 
neſs alone can blunt the ſerpent tooth, which 
gnaws my bolom. (A pauye.)—Virtue !—He for 
whom 'twas rear'd, contemns it. It has no charms 
for him. What! Muſt it be preſerved for Hea- 
ven? Brings it no reward to me? None to the 
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man, for whom alone I lived > Blooms its 
ſweet flower but for a purer world? On what 
can Virtue beſtow her treaſures, if not on Love ? 
Her only value is to enhance Love's joys. —Virtue, 


J abandon thee. Seck thoſe, whoſe ſouls are 
cheer d by Hope. I love no more. [ Exit. 


SCENE XII. 


Evening. An apartment in the Royal Palace, with 
a few lights. | 


Date of ALVA and Domtnick meeting. 


DOMINICK. 
Good evening, Duke 


ALA. 
Who ſpeaks to me? 


| DOMINICK. 
Whom are you looking for? 


A Lo ALVA. | 
1s it you, Dominick? Thus alone? You left 
the aſſembly ſuddenly. I have been every where 
in ſearch of you, 
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DOMINICK. 
Did the King fend * me? 


ALVA. 


No—1 wiſh'd to ſpeak to you. But you are 
waiting here for ſome one. May I know whom? 


 DOMINICK. 
What have you to tell me ? 


ALVA. 


A diſcovery of importance, which I have made 
to-day. I wiſh to hear your ſentiments upon it. 


DOMINICK. 
What was it you diſcover'd ? 


ALVA. 


I met Prince Carlos to day, in the Given) Ss anti- 
chamber. He offended me—we both grew warm, 
and drew our ſwords. At the noiſe of our conteſt, 
the Queen ruſh'd out, threw herſelf between us, 
and caſt upon the Prince a look, at once command- 
ing and familiar. "Twas but one look but his arm 
dropt, he fell upon my neck, gave me a warm 
embrace, and diſappear'd. 


DOMINICK., 
That is indeed ſuſpicious. I own, Duke, 
you recall to my mind ſome thoughts, which 
long ago intruded on me. I then avoided 
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them, nor have I yet entruſted them to any 
mortal. Uncertain friends are as two-edg'd ſwords: 
I dread them. Men are difficult to be diſtin- 
guiſhed, and words, which have once eſcap'd, may 
become weapons of deſtruction, Therefore did I 
bury my fecret in the deepeſt filence, till time ſhould 
call it forth. Beſides, what aſſurance have I, that 
I ſaw right? How eafily do men deceive them- 
ſelves? I am a prieſt; my office is to preach peace, 
not diſcord. Other minifters are bound by other 
oaths—and duty may enjoin the Duke of Alva, 
whatit forbids to me, I muſt be ſilent, were I twice 
as certain. 
ALVA. 

Certain ! certain! Conſider what you are talkl- 

ing of. How important ſhould I think mere pro- 


babilities! 


DOMINICK. 


What avails it, that I am myſelf convinced, ifl 
have not proof ? To render ſervice to monarchs is 


often dangerous. It is a dart, which, if it mis its 
aim, rebounds on him who threw it. I would ſwear 


upon the crucifix to what I fay ; yet a ſingle wit- 
neſs, a word, a piece of paper, would outweigh 
my ſtrongeſt feelings. If we were not in Spain— 


| uva. 
Why not in Spain ? 
DOMINICK. 
is every other court, paſſion might forget itſelf; 
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here it is ever warn'd by ſcrupulous laws. A Spa- 
niſh Queen finds obſtacles to indiſcretion, but finds 
them only, where we could moſt advantageouſly 
ſurpriſe her. 
Al vA. 
True; and we ought therefore — 
DOMINICE. 

expect much from a certain ſcheme. If it ſuc- 
ceed—— May I mention what has happen'd, to 
the Princeſs Eboli? 

Alva. 

For this reaſon I came. Hark ye, Dominick, it 
is of great importance to me—of more importance 
than you perhaps imagine—nay, it is every thing 
to me, that Philip ſhould be informed of it. T6- 
day there happen'd——But I hope, Dominick, we 
may truſt each other. 

DOMINICK. 

Duke, you know my ſentiments: 


ALVA. 

I never ſeriouſly bel ieved that danger threatened 
me from that quarter; I do not now believe it. 
Yet were there a human being, whom 1 could 
permit myſelf to fear, it would be that boy. 


© DOMINICK. 
You touch a ſtring, Toledo— 


i 
| 
| 
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; ALVA. 
| Liſten to me. Some danger threatens us. The 
King this morning let fall a word—a word—you 
know, confeſſor, words ſeldom make me tremble ; 


- but in this there was a meaning, and a heavy one, 


if I know any thing of Philip. He already wavers 
between the Prince and us. This change one hour 


effected: a reconciliation between the father and 
the ſon is at hand. 


DOMINICK. 
A reconciliation ! God'forbid ! 
ALVA. 
He will have him nearer the throne; will ven- 


ture on a trial—and he commanded me—at lcaft 


his words ſounded much like it to aſk pardon of 


the fon, for having borne the father's favor. 


DOMINICK. 
What you ß, Dhke: 2 
ALVA. 


The audience of Carlos laſted an hour. He in- 
treated to have the government of the Netherlands. 


His prayers were loud and earneſt; I heard them in 


the adjoining cabinet. His eyes were red with 
weeping, when J met him at the door. Some 
hours afterwards, he appear'd with a look of tri- 
umph, and ſeem'd delighted, that the King had 
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choſen me. Things,” ſaid he, © are alter'd for: 
« the he ter.“ How can I reconcile theſe contra- 
dictions ? He never cold diſſemble. The Prince 
is ſatisficd at being rejected, and the King beſtows 
on me a favor with all the tokens of diſpleaſure? 


What muſt I think ? Indeed, this new dignity looks 


only like an honorable baniſhmeat., 


DOMINICK. 


Is it come to that ? Shall one moment overturn 
what we've been years in building? And you ap- 
pear fo tranquil ! Know you this youth? Do you 
ſuſpect, what fate awaits us, if he acquire power? 
You have had proofs of his hatred. 


ALVA. 


I forgive him that. Did I ever love him ? But ta 
inſult me, Dominick—that I will not forget. 
When laft year the ſtates of Arragon aſſembled to 
do him. homage, I appear'd ſomewhat too late in 
the aſſembly: my office as marſhal- had delay'd 
me. The herald had thrice proclaim'd my name, be- 
fore I reached the throne ; then the Prince rejected 


me. In the fight of the aſtoniſned Artagonians, the 


boy refuſed his hand to me to kiſs. All eyes were 
fix'd upon me, and for the firſt time in my lite 1 
ſtood confounded. At that hour I'vowed a dreatl- 
tal recompenſe to the oy wy aud . peP- 
form the vo w. N 
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reſt, cares for the throne, for God and for his church. 
The Prince] know him thoroughly—has form'd 
the mad, the horrible deſign to be the regent, and 
to ſet aſide our holy faith. He cares not for re- 
ligion. 
| ALVA. 

I rather fear, he cares too much for it. He 

: knows not the uſes it has ſerved. 


POMINICK. 

A novel kind of virtue fires his heart, a virtue 
too proud to reſt on faith for its ſupport. Helooks 
not to the church for comfort, he ſpurns at it. A 
wild chimera, the love of mankind, floats beforc 
him.—No, Duke, he is not fit to be our king. 


AXA. 
1 heſe are but youthful fancics, the dictates of 
ambition, eager to play a lofty part. They will be 
forgotten, when he aſſumes the reins of empire. 


POMINICK. 

I doubt it. Proud of his freedom, he ſcorns 
ſubmiſſion to thoſe reſtraints, which he, who would 
hereafter rule, muſt bear. Such a bold giant ſpirit 
would not ſuit our throne, *twould ſqon break 
down the barriers of our policy. I in vain at- 
tempted to ſubdue his daring ſoul by pleaſure : he 
ſtood the trial. The art of rendering ſin familiar 
by indulgence, failed with the Prince. Such a 


DON CARLOS. 117 


mind in ſuch a youth is formidable and Philip 
has ſeen almoſt threeſcore winters. 


ALVA. 
Your views reach far. 


DOMINICKE. 

He and the Queen are both alike in this. The 
poiſon of innovation lurks in their breaſts. Should 
it have room to ſpread, it will quickly reach the 
throne. I dread the Queen. 


ALVA. 
Why remind me of her? You have waked a 
viper in my boſom. 


DOMINICKE. 


What mean you? You glow with anger, and 
your lips tremble. 
| | ALVA. 

The Queen has fix d upon my name a mark of 
infamy, which will endure for ages. "Twas ſhe— 
my ſpies have at laſt diſcover'd it—'twas ſhe, who 
fruſtrated my plan to ſeize the Prince of Bourbon 
at Navarre, a plan, which would have ſecured to 
the Spaniſh monarch no leſs a prize than a whole 
kingdom. She warned France of it—my attempt 
failed, and overwhelmed me with diſgrace. 


DOMINICK. 
I know it; and you have to fear all the ſecret 
vengeance of this irritated woman, if Philip ſhould 
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be weak enough to liſten to her. As yet fortune 
favors us. Let us haſte to ſeize the advantageous 
moment: both ſhall fall into the ſame ſnare. Let 
but a hint be dropt before the King, true or untrue, 
it will do much ſor us, if it but make him waver. 
We ourſelves have not a doubt, and he, who feels 
a firm conviction, may eaſily convince another. 
What our intereſt urges us to find out, we ſhall 
ſoon diſcover. It was on New-year's day that the 
Queen was deliver'd.— What time had then elapſed 
fince the King's illneſs? Duke, have you no ſuſ- 


| picion there? This ſcatter d ſeed of doubt ſhall, in 


its ripening, yield a dreadful harveſt. Only have 


patience. 


But ftay—who ſhall inform the King? 


DOMINICE. 

Nor you, nor I. Learn, how long my filent in- 
duſtry has directed this mighty ſcheme towards its 
end. The King loves the Princeſs Eboli; I feed 
his paſſion, which promiſes to forward ſo greatly 
my deſigns. . The maiden too 1 educate for that 
project. If my labor ſucceed, we ſhall find in her 
an ally—a Qucen. She herſelf has ſent for me to 
meet her here. I am full of hope. Perhaps this 


_ Spaniſh damſel may blaſt at once the lilies o- 


Valois. 3 
ALVA. 
What do you I "Feavens, did I hear right ? 
Friar, do but complete this ſcheme, and Il ad- 


mire thee ! 
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DOMINICK, 
Huſh ! ſome one approaches, 


ALVA. 

That it ſhould come to this! I who am grown | 

grey in his wars! I force my checks to a ſubmiſſive 

bluſh ! But the boy ſhall expiate that bluſh with 
agony of foul. | 


DOMINICK, 


Go—1t is ſhe. 
ALVA. 


I ſhall be in the next apartment, it —— 


* 4 


DOMINICK. | 
Very well—T'll call you. | Exit Alva. 


* 
— 


— — — — —ñ — 


SCENE XIII. 


Princeſs EBO¹I. Dominick. 


an 


DOMINICK, 
I am at your commands, moſt gracious Princeſs, 


PRINCESS, 
Are we alone? Did | not ſce another perſon ? 
Who was it, that juſt now left you ? 


4 


| | DOMINICK. 
The Duke of Alva, gracious Princeſs, who re- 
queſis, that, when at leiſure, you will admit him 


to your preſence, 
2 : 
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PRINCESS. 
The Duke of Alva ! What can he have to fay ? 
Perhaps you know. 


DOMINICK. 

Firſt, dear lady, tell me, to what cauſe I owe the 
long defired happineſs of ſeeing you? (He pauſes, 
expecting her anſiwer. Has ſome favoring ſenti- 
ment ariſen in your mind, which pleads for the 
King's) wiſhes ? And was I right in hoping, that 
reaſon would reconcile you to an offer, which ca- 
price alone bade you reject ? I am all expectatidn. 


PRINCESS. 
Did you deliver my laſt anſwer to the King ? 
DOMINICK. 
I have hitherto delay'd a wound ſo fatal to him. 
| You yet have time to ſoften it. 


PRINCESS. 
Tell the King, I ſhall expect him. 


DOMINICK. 
May 1 take this for truth, moſt lovely Princeſs? 
PRINCESS. 
Moſt ſurely not for jeſt. Heavens! you alarm 
me. What crime muſt I have committed, if eyen 
you change colour | 
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DOMINICK. 


Princeſs, this ſudden alteration—1 ſcarce could 
comprehend it, 


PRINCESS, 

No, reverend Sir | I would not, that y you ſhould 
comprehend it—enough for you, that 'tis ſo. Do 
not ſeek to know, whoſe eloquence has wrought this 
change in me. Be comforted, that you have no 
ſhare in ſuch a crime. No, nor has the welfare of 
the church induced me; although you proved ſo 
!earnedly, that it might authoriſe this conduct, for 
important purpoſes, Thoſe pious reaſonings, re- 
verend Sir, are too high for me. 


DOMINICK. | 
I moſt willingly retract them, Princeſs, when 
they appear ſuperfluous, 


PRINCESS. 

Intreat the Monarch, not to misjudge my con- 
duct. My mind remains the ſame, but circum- 
ſtances have ſince varied. When I indignantly re- 
jected his propoſals, I thought him happy in the 
poſſeſſion of a lovely Queen, a conſort worthy of 


the ſacrifice J made—I thought ſo then. But now 
I'm undeceiv'd. 


DOMINICK. 


Go on, Princeſs, go on |. I fee we underſtand 
each other. 


| 
| 
' 
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PRINCESS. 

Enough She is found out. I no longer ſpare 
her. She has deceiv'd the King, all Spain, and me. 
She loves—I know, ſhe loves. I have proofs, 
which you will ſhudder to hear. The King is in- 
jured, but he ſhall be avenged—by Heaven, he 
ſhall. That maſk of pure and heavenly chaſtity, 
bright as the virgin mother of God—that maſk will 
I tear from the hypocrite. Dear ſhall I pay for it; 
but 'tis my triumph, that ſhe will pay far dearer. 


DOMINICK. 
Now all is ripe.—Permit me to call the Duke, 
 [ Exit, 
PRINCESS. | 


What means that ? 


SCENE XIV. 


Die PRixckss. Duke of ALVA. Douixick. 


DOMINICK. 
< "PIO Aloa ur information, Duke, 


is too late. The Princeſs reveals to us the ſame 


ſecret, which we ſhould have told her. 


ALVA. 
The object of my viſit, Princeſs, will Gui 


you, then, the leſs. In ſuch diſcoveries, [ truſt 
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not my own eyes; a woman's glances are more 
keen. 
PRINCESS. 


Of what diſcoveries do you ſpeak ? 


DOMINICK. 
Princeſs, would you chooſe ſome more convenis 
ent hour—ſome place 


PRINCESS, 
Even ſo. To-morrow, then, at noon, I will ex- 
pet you. Weighty reaſons forbid me to conceal 
this dreadful ſecret longer from the King. 


ALVA. 

The King muſt know it inſtantly—and whom 
will he believe ſo readily as you—you, Princeſs, 
who have been his wife's moſt cloſe and vigilant 
companion? 

DOMINICK. | 

You, who whene'er you will, can govern him 
with ſuch unbounded ſway ! 

8 
I am a declared enemy of the Prince. 


DOMINICK, | 
The ſame is ſaid of me. The Princefs Eboli is 
not thus ſuſpected. Where we are forced to ſilence, 
your duty, Princeſs, urges you to ſpeak. Let your 
hints but rouſe the King, we will complete the 
work, | 


R 2 


| 
| 
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ALVA. 
But it muſt be inſtantly. Every moment is pre- 
cious. I am in hourly expectation of an order to 
depart. | | 
DOMINICK, 

If a letter could be found—an intercepted 
letter from the Prince cannot indeed but be effec- 
tual. Let us ſee-—is it not ſo? Yes—you ſleep, 
I think, in the Queen's apartment. 


PRINCESS. 
In the next. But what of that ? 


DOMINICK. 


Have you obſerved, where the Queen keeps the 
key of her ſcrutoure | ? 


4 PRINCESS. 
Reflecting. That might lead to ſomething.— 
| 1 I think I could find the key. 


DOMINICK, 


And letters too require meſſengers. Could x wc 
but diſcover among the numerous attendatits— 
Gold might do much. 


ALVA. 
- Has the Prince no confidants ? 


DOMINICK, 


f Not one in FP Madrid. 
1 . 
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f 


| ALVA. 

Strange 
DOMINICK. 

You may believe me; he deſpiſes the whole 

court. 

ALVA. 

But ſtay ! I recollect that when I left the Queen's 

apartment, I ſaw him talking privately with a Page. 


PRINCESS. 

{Haſlily interrupting him. No, no; that was of 
ſomething elſe. 

poMIxicK. 

How know we that? The circumſtance ſurely 
was ſuſpicious. (To the Dude. And did you 
know the Page? ON 
| PRINCESS. 

Poh ! Poh ! It could be nothing of importance 
[ know what 'twas. We ſhall meet again be- 
fore I ſee the King. Meanwhile much may be 
diſcovered. 

DOMINICE. 

(Leading her | aſide.)—And may the Monarch 
hope? May I promiſe him ? The happy hour too, 
which will accompliſh all his wiſhes.—Say when 
ſhall it be? | 


PRINCESS. 


In a few days I will feign ſickneſs; then, as is the 
cuſtom of our court, I ſhall be excuſed attendance - 


b 
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on the Queen, and may retire to my own apart- 
ment. 

DOMINICK. 


Thus is the game our own—we may defy our 
enemies. [A bell rings) 


PRINCESS. 
Hark, that bell is for me. I muſt attend the 
Queen. [ Exit Princęſſ. 
SCENE XV. 


ALvA and Dominick. 


DOMINICK. 
(Looks ſome time after the Princeſs, then addreſſes 


Alva. Duke, this beauteous Princeſs, and your 


victorious arms 
| ALVA, 
And thy religion, prieſt, —Then will we brave 
the approaching tempeſt. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE XVI. 
A Carthuſian Monaſtery. 


Don CarLos, the PrioR. 


CARLOS. 
(Ente#ng. Has he been here already? 
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PhkioR. | 
Yes, thrice this morning. He went hence an 


hour ago. 
CARLOS. 


But he will return ! Did he leave no meſſage? 


PRIOR. 
He promiſed to be here again at noon, 


CARLOS, 

(Goes to a window and looks out.) — Your convent 
lies far from the road. The towers.of Madrid, I ſee, 
are at a diſtance. Tis well. Here, on the banks 
of the Manſanares, your fituation is retired and ſo- 
litary. All is filent, as ſecrecy itſell. 


PRIOR. 
As the entrance to another world, 


CARLOS, 

To your honeſty, moſt worthy man, do I entruſt 
all, that I hold dear and facred. No mortal muſt 
know, or even ſuſpect, with whom I have talked here 
in private. I have important reaſons, to hide from 
the whole world my meeting with the man, whom 
expect. Therefore I choſe this monaſtery. We 
are ſafe, I truſt, from ſpies and traitors? You re- 
member, what you haye ſworn to me ? 


PRIOR, 
Coufide in us, my Lord, The ſuſpicion of the 
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_ Monarch will not invade a ſepulchre. The car of 
_ curiolity liſtens only at thoſe doors, where wealth 


and paſſions dwell. The world is baniſh'd hence. 


CARLOS. 


ers you think, it 1s a guilty conſcience, 
which prompts all theſe precautions! f 


PRIOR. 
I think not of them. 


CARLOS. 


If you imagine that, you err; indeed, you err. 
My ſecret ſhuns the ſight of man, but not of God. 


PRIOR. 


My ſon, that concerns not me. This aſylum 18 
open to the gyilty, as to the innocent. Whether 


that which thou doſt, be good or evil, righteous 


or criminal, thy own heart muſt decide. 


n (7 Cartos: 
(n 5 warm#h.)—Your God himſelf would not 


condemn it. It is his nobleſt work. Nay, I may 


even reveal it to yourſelf. 


| PRIOR. 

Excuſe | me, my Rx Prirce. 1 have long. ſince 
laid aſide all worldly cares: why, in the ſhort ſpace 
before my laſt great journey, ſhould I reſume the 
burden? Man nerds but little for eternal happi- 


| 
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neſs. But I muſt leave you; the bell ſummons 
me to prayers. Exit. 


SCENE XVII. 


Don CarLos. Marquis of Pos entering. 


CARLOS. 
At length—at length you are here. 


MARQUIS. 


What a trial for the patience of a friend ! Twice 
has the ſun riſen, and twice ſet, ſince the fate of my 
Carlos was decided ; and I only hear it now for the 
firſt time. Say, can I pardon ſuch unkindneſs ? 

. = 


CARLOS. 


This reproach to me, Rodrigo! What has this | 
hour coſt me ! 


MARQUIS. 


Well, let us ſay no more of it. Firſt of all, ac- 
_ cept my congratulations: you are reconciled ? 


CARLOS. 
With whom ? | 
| MARQUIS. 
With the King. The affairs of Flanders too 
are decided. 
CARLOS. 


Yes, yes—the Duke ſets off to-morrow. 
| F | 


MARQUIS. 
Impoſſible! All Madrid cannot be fo deceived. 
Tis faid you had a private audience, and the 


King— 
CARLOS, 


—Remain' d, unmov'd. We are ſeparated for ever, 
and even with increaſed hoſtility. 


MARQUIS. 
You do not go to Flanders ? 


CARLOS. 
No, no! 


MARQUIS. 
Alas ! my blaſted hopes ! 


CARLOS. 

Of them hereafter. O, Rodrigo! what have 1 
experienc'd, fince our laſt meeting! What wonders 
have I to relate to you! But above all things, I 
now need your counſel—I muſt ſpeak to her. 


MARQUIS. 
Speak t to your mother! Oh no! wherefore ? 


CARLOS, 
I cheriſh-hopes. You turn pale—but be at eaſe. 


I ſhall be happy. For the preſent, give me your 
counſel, how I may meet her. 


MARQUIS. 
What mean you ? what new dream is this ? 
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CARLOS. 
"Tis not a dream—by the great God, it is not. 
See ! ſee, (taking out the King's letter io the Princeſs 
Eboli) what this important paper contains ! The 


Queen is free free in the fight of men and Heaven. 
Read it, and ceaſe to wonder. 


MARQUIS. 


(Opening the letter.) — What do I ſee? The 
King's own hand writing! (After reading it. To 
whom is this letter? 

CARLOS, 


To the Princeſs Eboli. Two days ago, a Page 
of the Queen's brought to me, from an unknown 
perſon, a letter with a key. It deſcribed in the left 
wing of the palace, where the Queen reſides, an 
apartment, in which a lady, whom I. long had 
loved, awaited me. I immediately obey'd the ſum- 
mons, 

MARQUIS, 


Madman ! You obey'd it ? 


CARLOS, 


I did not know the writing—I knew but one 
ſuch woman. Who elſe could think herſelf adored 
by Carlos ! Intoxicated with delight, I hurried to 
the place. A melodious air, re-echoing from the 
innermoſt apartment, ſerved to conduct me. I en- 
ter'd—and beheld—conceive the ſhock ! 


8 2 
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MARQUIS. 
Oh! I gueſs it all. 


CARLOS. 8 
bad been irrecoverably loſt, had 1 not fallen 
into an angel's hands. Unfortunately, deceived by 
the imprudent language of my looks, ſhe had 
yielded to the ſweet deluſion, that ſhe herſelf was 
the idol of my heart. My filent ſufferings moved 
her, and ſhe magnanimoully reſolved to return my 
love. Believing, that reſpect alone had kept me 
filent, ſhe dared to Peak and —_ to me all 
Her loyely ſoul, 
 MARQUIS. 

And do you think yourſelf ſecure? The Prin- 
ceſs ſees through you. Without doubt, ſhe has 
diſcover'd the inmoſt fecret of your love. You 
have unpardonably offended | her—and ſhe rules 
the King. 

CARLOS, 

But ſhe is virtuous. 

MARQUIS. | 

She is ſo from the ſelfiſh motives, which paſſion 
dictates. I dread this kind of virtue; for I know 
it well. How little does it reſemble that ideal 
purity, which, like a native plant, ſprings up ſpon- 
| taneouſly in the ſoul, and blooms without the aid 
-I 
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of culture: whilſt this, a firanger branch, is 
forced by art to flonriſh in an unpropitious clt- 
mate. Call it education, principle, artificial in- 
nocence, or what you will—'tis gained by cunning, 
with many a doubtful ſtruggle, from the heat of 
youth; and its reward is ſcrupulouſly demanded of 
Heaven. Reflect on this! She will never par- 
don the Queen, if he, who flights her own 
hard-earned virtue, burn with an hopeleſs paſſion 
for the wite of Philip. 


CARLOS, 


Know you ſo well the Princeſs 2 


MARQUIS. 


Certainly not. I have ſeen her but twice: yet 
ſhe ſeemed to dread only the nakedneſs of vice, 
and to be weakly proud of her own virtue. But 
when I looked upon the Queen—O Carlos! how 
different all was there! There was a tranquil in- 
nate glory, a careleſs eaſe, regardleſs of the petty 
calculations of decorum. She moved with firm 
and graceful ſtep along the narrow path of pro- 
priety; ſcarce dreaming of that excellence, which 
gained her univerſal adoration. Does my Carlos 
in this picture perceive the traces of his Eboh ? 
The Princeſs was conſtant, becauſe ſhe loved: 
Love was the ſtipulated condition of her virtue. 
You have not rewarded it—'twill thereſore fall, 
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CARLOS, 


No! No! A paye.)—No, I fay!—O Ro- 
drigo wouldſt thou rob thy Carlos of his deareſt 
happineſs, his truſt in human excellence? 


MARQUIS. 


Why that thought? No, beloved of my ſoul, 
no, that I ne'er would do; by Heaven, I would 
not—Oh! this Eboli—I could worſhip her as an 
angel, could adore as a ſaint, had ſhe not learnt 


thy ſecret. 


CARLOS. 


Thy fears are vain. What proof can ſhe ad- 
duce againſt me, which will not ſhame herſelf? 
She will not purchaſe with her own diſhonor the 
gloomy pleaſure of revenge. 


MARQUIS. 


Often have women, to avenge the ſting of diſ- 
appointment, ruſh'd on their own diſgrace. 


CARLOS. 


No, that is too unjuſt, too cruel! She has 
a noble pride; I know her, and fear nothing. 
In vain doſt thou attempt to fright me from my 
hopes. I muſt ſpeak to my mother. 


DON CARLOS; 135 


MARQUIS. 
Now ?—To what purpoſe? 


CARLOS. 


I have no further ſcruple—I muſt know my 
fate, Only contrive that I may ſee her. 


MARQUIS. 
And would you ſhew this letter to her? 


CARLOS. 


Aſk me not that—The means, the means of 
ſeeing her—— WL 


MARQUIS. 

Did you not ſay, you loved your mother? And 
would you ſhow this letter to her? (Carlos looks 
on the ground, in ſilence.) Carlos, I read a ſome- 
thing in your looks, a ſomething which 1s quite 
new to me—you turn your eyes away from me. 
Is it true then? Did I read right? Let me fee. 
(Carlos gives him the letter, the Marquis tears it. 


CARLOS, 


Art thou mad ?—Indeed, this letter was of 
much importance to me. 


MARQUIS. 
So it ſeem'd; and therefore 'twas, I tore it. 
(The Marquis fixes a penetrating look on the Prince, 
who eyes him doubtfully—Both remain ſome time 
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filent. } Speak then—Do you build hopes upon 
the guilt of Philip? Think you the irritated feel- 
ings of a wiſe will lead to your own gratification ? 
Now, indeed, I comprehend you. Oh! how 
much have I mizjudged your love! 


CARLOS, 
(With agitation. )—Etlow !. Rodrigo! What are 
ty thoughts? 


MARQUIS. 


Oh! what ideas muſt I now reſign! Yes, 
once—once it was otherwiſe. Once thy heart was 
warm and bounteous; it could embrace a world. 
But that is paſt, 'tis ſwallowed up in one poor 
felfiſh paſſion, and all thy feelings are extinct. 
No tear haft thou for the unhappy-fate of a whole 
fuffermg people. No, not a tear.—0 Carlos, 
how poor, how beggarly art thou become, by lov- 
ing no one but thyſelf! 


CARLOS, 


(With great emotion. )—I know that thou n 


eſt me no longer. 


MAROUIs. 

Think you then, that I would flatter you with 
profeſſing an unreal friendſhip? No, Carlos, I 
underſtand your mind. It was a confufion of no- 
ble feelings. The Queen was yours; ſhe was 


taken from you by the Monarch; yet 'till now 


al 


WI 


Ol 
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you modeſtly diſtruſted your own claims. You 
thought that Philip might be worthy of her. You 
dared not to decide in your own favor. The let- 
ter reſolved your doubts—you found yourſelf the 
worthieſt. With a proud joy you beheld Fate 
convicted of tyranny and injuſtice. You rejoiced 
in having been the injured perſon: for to the 
great mind 'tis glorious to bear wrongs unmerited. 
"Twas here, that your imagination was led aſtray : 
your pride was flattered, your heart indulged a 
hope. I plainly ſaw, that you miſtook * 


ſelt. 


CARLOS. 
{With emotion.) — No, Rodrigo! No— My 
thoughts were far leſs noble, than you would per- 
ſuade me. 


MARQUIS. 


Do you know me ſo little? Whene'er you err, 
my Carlos, I always ſeek ſome virtue as the ſource 
of your failing. We underſtand each other now— 
and I will no longer oppoſe your wiſhes. You 
| ſhall ſee the Queen; you muſt ſee her. 1 myſelf 
will contrive the means of meeting. 


CARLOS. 


(Falling on his neck.) — Brother of my out? 
Oh! how I bluſh beſide thee ! 


EF 
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MARQUIS. 


Are you certain then, that fear or ſelfiſhneſs is 
not my motive? But that, time will diſcover. 
You have my promiſe; now leave all to me. A 
bold idea riſes in my mind—you ſhall hear it, 
Carlos, from more lovely lips. I will make my 
way to the Queen; perhaps to-morrow will 
ſhow the reſult of my endeavors. Till then, 
forget not that a deſign of higher moment, 
a deſign, in which the ſufferings of huma- 
nity are involved, muſt not, though ten thou- 
ſand times fruſtrated, be given up. Remember 


Flanders ! 


CARLOS, 
I will remember all—all that you and Virtue 
bid me, I will remember. 


MARQUIS. 

"Tis time to part. I hear your attendants. 

(They embrace.) Now we are again ren and 
ſubject. 


CARLOS, 


You go immediately to town ? 


MARQUIS. 


Immediately. 
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CARLOS. 
Stay! one word more! *Tis of great import- 
ance. The King opens all letters to Brabant. Be 
on your guard: I know the poſt-office has ſecret 


orders. 


MARQUIS, 
How did you learn that ? 


CARLOS, 
Don Raimond of Taxis is my good friend, 


MAR IS. 
(After a pauſc.)/ Well! They may be ſent 
through Germany. [ Exeunt on different ſides. 


END OP THE SECOND ACT. 
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ꝙACT III. 
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SCEE 1. 
The Kixg's Bedchamber. 


A receſs, with curtains drawn before it. On the 

table, two lights, almoſt burnt out. In the back 
| part of the chamber, ſome Pages on their knees, 
having fallen aſleep. The Kix in an undreſs, 
leaning on a chair. Before him lies a minialure 


| and ſome papers. 


KING. 
(Loft in a reverie.) 
Sur was ever an enthuſiaſt- She could not en- 


tertain a love ſor me, and yet her mind ſeem'd not 

to feel the want of it- Well! Then 'tis plain — 

She's falſe. {Stepping forward, he ſeems to recover 1 
from the reverie, and looks up with ſurpriſe. )— 
Where were my thoughts? Is no one here awake, 
but the King ?—It cannot, ſure, be day. (Ile 
preſſes his repeater ; it frites four.) ] have fore- 
gone my night's reſt, Nature, ſet it down as paid 
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to thee. A king has not time to recover his loſt 
flumbers. Obſerving the fleeping Pages, he remains 
ſome time Iooking at them; then pulls the bell.) Are 
they aſleep too in the antichamber ? 


SCENE II. 


Die KING. Count of LERMA. 


LERMA. 
(Surpriſed at ſeeing the King. As your Majeſty 
unwell : 
KING. 
Fire was cried in the left pavilion, Did you not 
hear the alarm ? | 
LERMA. 
No, Sire. 


KING. 


| No!—How! Did I only dream it? *Twas 
ſurely real.—Does not the Queen ſleep in that 
wing? 


LERMA. 


Yes, Sire. 
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| KING. 
The thought affrights me. In future let the 


guards be doubled, as ſoon as it grows dark. But 


do it fecretly, I would not have——Why do 


you gaze on me ? 


LERMA. 

Your wearied eyes, Sire, ſcem to beg for reſt, 
May I remind your Majeſty of a precious life— 
May I remind you of a whole people who, with 
trembling apprehenſion, would read in ſuch a 
countenance the traces of a ſleepleſs night ?—Two 


hours of morning fleep would 


| KING. 
If thou couldſt tear the ſcorpion from my pil- 
low—Sleep ! Sleep! 1 fhall find it in the Efcu- 
rial. —So long as the King ſleeps, the crown is 
loſt to him; ſo long, the wife's heart is loſt to the 


huſband. —Away ! 


_ LTERMA, © | 
Is it your Majeſty's command, that I ſhould 


wake the Pages ? 


KING. 


Let them ſleep. I willingly truſt thoſe, who 
can ſleep. This youth forgets I cauſed his 
father's blood to flow upon the ſcaffold. —\nd 
am I thus ſerved? In all my empire was there 
none to guard me, but the ſons of criminals ? 
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LERMA. 
They are but children, Sire— 


KING. 

No, No!—Was it not a woman that whifper'd 
it to me? Her name was Slander—I will have 
ſurer proof. (To the Pages, who have awaked.) 
Send for Toledo. (Pages go.) — Come hither, 
Count. Is it true? Oh! that I could but for a 
moment poſſeſs omniſcience! Swear to me, is it 
true? Am I betrayed ? 


LERMA. 
Moſt gracious, moſt dear Sovereign— 


KING. 


Sovereign! Nothing but Sovereign! I thirſt 
for water to cool my feveriſh heat, but the cleft 
rock pours out a ſtream of molten gold. 


LERMA. 
What means your gracious Majeſty ? 


KING. 


Nothing. Nothing, Leave me; begone! (The 
Count is going, the King calls him back.)—Thou art 
married Thou art a father? Art thou not? 


* 
* 


LERMA. 
Yes, Sire. 
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KING. 


Married! And dareſt thou watch a whole 
night with thy King? Thy hairs are ſilver'd o'er 
with age, and yet thou truſteſt to the honor of thy 
wife? Oh, go home! Thou wilt find her in the 


inceſtuous embraces of thy own ſon. Believe thy 


King.—Go home! Thou lookeſt on me—V lat! 
I too have grey hairs? Wretch! Queens never 
violate the laws of virtue. Thou dieſt, if thou 
but doubt— | 


LERMA. 

Who can do that? Is there in all the empire 
of my fovereign a being, that dares breathe poiſon- 
ous ſuſpicion againſt ſuch angel purity ? that dares 
ſo deeply wound the beſt of queens ?— 


| KING. 

The beſt !—And thou too calleſt her jo! She 
has warm friends, I find, among my ſervants. To 
buy their friendſhip, muſt have coſt her much— 
more than l knew the had to give. Lou may de- 
pats bid the Duke come to me. 


LERMA. | 
We hear him already in the antichamber. ( Going.) 


KING. 


In a milder tone.) Count, what you juſt now 
ſaid, perhaps is true. This ſleepleſs night has 
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quite inflamed my brain. Forget the ravings of 
my waking dream. Do you hear me? Forget 
them am fiill your gracious ſovereign, (He 
extends his hand to him to kiſs. Lerma admits the 
Duke of Alva into the chamber, and exit.) 


SCENE al. 


The King. Duke of ALVA. 


ALVA. | 

{ Afide.)J—So unexpected a command! And at 

this hour !—( Ob/ervmg the King's looks, he tarts, 
Theſe looks too !— 


KING, 


Having ſeated himſelf at the table, takes up the 
miniature. Then looks for ſome time at the Duke, in 
filence.)—Have I not one faithful ſervant then ?—1 
have received a mortal injury. They knew it, and 
not one of them would warn me! 


ALVA. 
My Sovereign injured, and I.overlook it! 


KING, 
(Showing him ſome letters. Do you know this 


hand? 4 
U 1 
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ALVA. | » 


It is the Prince's— 


KING. | 

Do you ſuſpect nothing yet? You caution'd me 

againſt his ambition. Had I nought elſe to ſear 
from him ? 


ALVA. 
Ambition is a word of comprehenſive import: 
much may be wrapt up in it. 


KING. 


But have you no particular ſuſpicion ? 


ALVA. 


Your Majeſty entruſted to my vigilance your 
crown. Where that is concern'd, my inmoſt 
thoughts are yours. What elſe I may ſuſpect, 
may think, or know, is to myſelf. This ſacred 
treaſure even the purchaſed ſlave may keep from 
all. the ſovereigns of the earth. What to my 
ſoul is clear, may not be ſure enough to lay be- 
fore my King. But, Sire, if you are reſolved to 
be informed, I muſt entreat you, not to aſk me 
as a mailer. | 

KING. 


(Giving him the letters. )—Read theſe! 
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ALVA. 


(After reading them, turns toward the King, with 
a look of terror.) Who could be mad enough to- 
give theſe curſed papers into your hands, my Sove- 
reign ? 
KING. 
What ! Then you know, who 'tis that's meant? 
The name is not expreſs'd there. 


ALVA. 
( Confuſed.) I was too haſty. 


KING, 

You know— 

; ALVA. 

"Tis ſpoken. — My King commands me, and 
I cannot retreat. I will not deny it, I know'the 
perſon, 

KING. 

(Starting up in violent emotion.) God of revenge, 
inſpire me to invent unheard-of torture ! Is their 
crime ſo clear, ſo public, that the firſt hint ſuffices 
to explain it. That is too much knew not that 
am the laſt in my whole empire, to whom it 


15 revealed, 
| ALVA. 


(Throwing himſelf at the feet of the King.) Yes, 
moſt gracious monarch, I confeſs my guilt. I am 
aſhamed, that a coward prudence ſhould have kept 
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me ſilent, when my ſovercign's honor, when truth 
and juſtice loudly called on me to ſpeak. But 
ſince all are filent, ſince the magic ſpell of beauty 
binds every tongue, I will dare to utter it; al- 
though I know, that the infinuating proteſtations 
of a ſon, that a wife's ſeductive charms and tears— 


KING, 
Riſe ! thou haſt my royal word.—Riſe ! and 
fearle(sly ! 
| | ALVA. 
(Riſing.) Your Majeſty perhaps may recollect, 
what happen'd in the garden of Aranjuez. You 


found the Queen deſerted by all her ladies, alone, 
confuſed, in a retired arbour, 


KING, 
Ha! What haſt thou to tell me? Go on! 


| ALVA. | 
The Marchioneſs of Mondecar was baniſhed, 
becauſe the magnanimeuſlly ſacrificed herſelf for 
the Queen. Tis fince diſcovered, that the Mar- 
chioneſs only did as ſhe was ordered. — The Prince 
had been there 


. KING, 
The Prince ! 
ALVA. 


A man's footſtep appeared in the ſand, at the 


left entrance of the arbour, and loſt itſelf near a 
| | ; 
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grotto, where was found a handkerchief of the 
Prince's. This awakened a ſuſpicion: beſides, a 
gardener met the Prince there, preciſely at the 
minute when your Majeſty enter'd the arbour. 


KING. 


( Recovering from a gluomy meditation.) And ſhe 
wept at the doubts 1 ſeem'd to entertain! She 
made me bluth before my whole court, before my- 
ſelf by heaven, I Rood in preſence of her virtue, 
like a criminal. (A long and deep filence—he fils 
down, and hides his face.) Yes, Duke, you are 
right. This may lead to ſomething terrible, — 
Leave me a moracnt to myſelf. 


ALVA, 
Gracious Sire, even this is not ſufficient 


KING, 


(Snatching up the papers.) Nor this? nor this? 
nor all the harmony of damning proofs? Oh! it 
is clearer than the light! "Tis what I've long 
ſince known. . The miſchicf even then began, 
when I received her from your hands, at Madrid. 
I fee her now, with that look of terror, pale as a 
ghoſt, her eyes ſtill fix'd on my grey bair—Even 
then the falfe game began. | 


ALVA. 


The Prince, in receiving his young mother, loſt 
a bride. Already had they mutually indulged fond 
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wiſhes, had cheriſh'd glowing ſentiments, which 
their new ſtate forbade. The timidity of a firſt 
confeſſion had been overcome, and ſeduction 
veiled itſelf under the ſpecious ſemblance of a once 
lawful paſſion. United by a ſimilitude of temper— 
ament and age, incenſed by the ſame conſtraint, 
they more readily obeyed their feelings. Reaſons 
of ſtate had oppoſed their union—who can believe, 
that thoſe reaſons would ſatisfy her mind? Who 
can think, that ſhe would not ſcrutinize the motives 
of the cabinet? She was prepared for love, and 
ſhe received a diadem. 


KING. 


You are a nice obſerver, Duke—and I admire 
your eloquence; I thank you (Riſing, with a 
haughty reſerve.) The Queen has err'd in keep- 
ing from me letters of ſuch an import. She has 


err'd in concealing the culpable intruſion of the 


Prince. I ſhall know, how to puniſh her ( Rings 


the bell.) Who waits in the antichamber ? — 


Duke of Alva, I want you no further, you may 
withdraw. | 


| ALVA, 
Has my zeal a ſecond time diſplea ſed your Ma- 
jeſty ? | x 3146 
KING, 


(To a Page who enters.) Bid Dominick come 


to me. [Exit Page, the Duke follows. 


DON CARLOS, 151 


SCENE IV. 


The KING. DouiNick. 


DOMINICK. 
(After contemplating the King for ſome time in a 
re/pedful filence.) How happily am I ſurpriſed, to 
find your Majeſty fo tranquil and collected! 


KING. 
Surpriſed ! 
DOMINICK. 


Heaven be thanked, my fears were groundleſs. 
Now I may hope— 


KING. 


Your fears! What was there to fear? 


- DOMINICK. 
I dare not conceal it from your Majeſty, that 1 
already know a ſecret— 
KING. 


| (With gloomineſs.) ] expreſſed no wiſh to ſhare 
it. Why do you offer it thus uncalled for? You 
are too bold. 
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DOMINICK. 

My Sovereign! The place, the occaſion, the 
ſeal of ſecreſy, under which I learnt it, all acquit 
me of this fault. It was entruſted to me at the ſeat 
of conteſſion—entruſted as a crime, which preſſed 
heavily upon the tender conſcience of her, who 
_ own'd it, and who ſought pardon of the Almighty. 
Too late does the Princeſs deplore a dced, from 
which ſhe dreads the moſt unhappy conſequences 


to her Qucen. 
KING. 


Indeed | Sweet maid ! — Yon have rightly 
gucts'd the reaſon of my ſending for you.—You 
ſhall guide me out of this labyrinth, in which a 
blind zeal has entangled me. From you, from 
your ſacred office, 1 look for truth. Tell me 
frankly, what mult I believe ? on what refolve ?— 


DOMINICK. 

Sire, though my holy profeſſion had not im- 
poſed on me the pleaſing duty of indulgence, yet 
would I conjure your Majeity, for the ſake of 
your own peace, to urge no further this diſcovery 
would cntreat you, to ceaſe for ever from purſu- 
ing a ſecret, which muſt be fatal to your repoſe. 
All that as yet is known, may be forgiven. One 
word of yours annihilates the Queen's offence. 
The Monarch's will can beſtow virtue, as eaftly as 
fortune; and your magnanimous forbearance 
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would alone ſuffice to ſilence all the tongues of 
ſlander. 
| KING, | 

Slander ! Slander heard among my ſubjects ! 

and againſt me ! 
DOMINICK. 

Falſchood all! I dare ſwear 'tis falſe. Yet the 
ſuſpicions of the people, however groundleſs, are 
ſometimes as important as truth itſelf. 


KING. 
Great God! Not in this inftance, ſurely |! 


| DOMINICK. 

A good name is that precious jewel, for which 
alone a queen mult contend, even with a vaſſal's 
wife— 

KING, 

But *tis not now endangered? {He looks doubt- 
fully at Dommick—after a pauſe) Dominick, thou 
haſt ſomething terrible to tell me. Delay it not. 
I have long read it in thoſe ill-boding looks. 
Speak, be it whate'er it may! Let me no longer 
tremble on the rack; but ſpeak ! What think the 
people ? 

DOMINICK. 

Once more, Sire, the people may miſtake, and 
ſurely do. Their opinion ſhould not ſhake the 
King. Yet, that they ſhould dare to go lo far, to 
indulge ſuch thoughts— 


X 
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| KING. 
What! muſt I entreat ſo long to taſie a poi- 
ſoned draught ? 
| DOMINICK. 
The people remember that unfortunate month, 
when your Royal Majeſty was brought fo near to 


death. —Thirty weeks after this, they heard of the 


happy birth Ie King riſes, and rings the bell. 
The Duke of Alva enters, Dominick appears lerri- 
fed.) I am aſtoniſhed, Sire — 


KING. 


Alva, you are a man; deſend me againſt this 
pou 


| ALVA. 
Collect yourſelf, Sire — 


KING. 


(Afier hooking earneſtly at Alva, turns from him.) 
What am I doing? Am I in fuch hands? Do J 
fly from a ſerpent, only to meet a crocodile ? Have 
I no other choice ? 


DOMINICK. 


(Afide to Alva.) Could we have known before, 
that this tale would be revenged upon the bearer— 


| KING. 
A baſtard, ſaid you ?—I had, you fay, ſcarcely 
eſcaped the fangs of death, When the felt herſelf a 
1 . 
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mother? How! if I miſtake not, you then offer'd | 
prayers in all the churches to your ſaint, for the great 
miracle. But—'tis a miracle no longer. On one 
fide or the other then you have lied. What muſt I 
credit ?—Oh, I ſee through you now, This con 
ſpiracy even then was ripening— 


ALVA, 
Conſpiracy ! 
DOMINICK, 
_ Conſpiracy ! How painful a ſuſpicion ! 


KING, 


Is it poſſible, that you ſhould, with ſuch unex- 
ampled harmony, concur in the ſame notion, and 
not have previouſly compared your ſentiments ? 
Would you perſuade me of that ? Think you, that 
perceived not, with what eagerneſs you darted 
on your prey, with what delight you fed upon the 
tranſports of my grief? Do you imagine, that I 
remark'd not the ardent zeal, which urged this Duke 
to ſnatch the favors deſtined to my ſon ; which 
made this prieſt attempt to arm his petty malice 
with my giant anger ? You regard me as the bow, 
which you can bend at pleaſure. But know, I a& 
from my own will; and if I needs muſt doubt, I 
ſhall perhaps begin with yu. 


| ALvA. 
This is a reward, which our fidelity did not ex- 
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KING, 
Fidelity | Fidelity cautions its maſter againſt 
approaching danger ; but 'tis malice, that ſpeaks 
only of the paſt. Say, what did I gain by your 
officiouſneſs? If your ſuggeſtions be true, what 
remains to me, but the ſad wound of ſeparation, 
the melancholy triumph of revenge ?—But yours 
are mere ſuſpicions. You tempt me to an infernal 
precipice, then fly, and leave me tottering on its 
brink. 
DOMINICK, 

What other proofs are poſſible, when even the 

eye can ſcarcely truſt itſelf ! 


KING: 

Turning to Dominick, after a long pauſe, with an 
earneſt ſolemnity.) 1 will aſſemble the grandees of 
my kingdom, and fit myſelf in judgment. Then, 
if you have courage, ſtand forth, and accuſe her of 
adultery. She ſhall die—die without mercy, ſhe 
and the Prince.—But, mark me! if ſhe can clear 
Herſelf, that puniſhment ſhall be yours. Dare 
you make ſuch a ſacrifice to truth? Anſwer me! 
— You dare not! You are ſilent! Such is the 


zeal of liars. 
A VA. 


7 Wis has flood at a i Karen ee cold 4 1 


wp do it. 
KING. 
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Duke.) That is bold. And yet thou haſt often 


riſked thy life in battle for a more trifliug object 
—haſt riſked it, as a thoughtleſs gameſter for the 
bubble honor. And what, indeed, 1s life to thee ? 
What charms has it to vaſlals, whoſe heritage is 
ſlavery? I will not truſt royal blood in a mad- 
man's hands, whoſe higheſt hope muſt be to die 
with glory. I reject your offer. Go! and in the 
audience chamber wait for my further orders. 

| Exeunt Dominick and Alva. 


SCENE*Y, 
Kine alone. 


Almighty Providence! grant, that I may find 
one human being! Thou haſt given me much 
grant me this one requeſt. Thy eyes can view 
the inmoſt thoughts of man; direct me to find a 
friend: for Pam not like thee omniſcieut. Thou 
knoweſt what they are, whom thou haſt given me 
as aſſiſtants. Their labor IJ have dearly purchaſed; 
their ſlaviſh vices are ſubject to my will, as the 
wild tempeſts obey the laws of nature. Truth is 
my aim. Tis not the lot of monarchs to diſcover 
her ſilent ſprings, which-flow beneath the pond'rous 


maſs of error. Give me the man with pure and 


open heart, with a clear ſpirit and unjaundiced eye, 
by whoſe aſſiſtance I may bring to light thoſe 
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ſprings. While I review the names of thouſands, 
who flutter in the ſunſhine of a court, aid me to 
find that man ſo rare and virtuous. {He unlocls a 
ferutoire, and takes out a portfolio. After turning 
over fome leaves.) Mere names! — Mere names 
are here, and not even the mention of thoſe merits 
to which they owe their place in the catalogue. 
Gratitude is forgetful.—But in this other liſt every 
offence is accurately noted. That is not well! 
Revenge has not ſo weak a memory. (Ile reads 
farther.) Count Egmont“! What does he here? 
His merit at St. Quentin has long fince been over- 
balanced by his faults. (He eraſes the name, and 
writes it in the other liſt. Afterwards he con- 
tinues to read.) Marquis of Poſa !—Poſa! I 
ſcarce remember him. And doubly marked! A 
proof, that I deſtined him to ſome great purpoſe. 
And he has ever fince withdrawn from my pre- 
fence! Has avoided his royal debtor ! By heaven, 
in all my empire he is the only man, who does 
not need my favor. Were he poſſeſſed of avarice 
or ambition, he would have appeared before my 
throne. I'll try this man. He who needs me not, 
perhaps will ſpeak the truth to me. | Batt. 

* The deciſive victory of St. Quentin is chiefly aſcribed to the 


- kill and bravery of this nobleman. But notwithſtanding his great 
merit in this and other inſtances, he afterwards fell a victim to the 


zealous ſuperſtition and cruelty of Philip, T. 


ji 
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SCENK TL 
The Audience-chamber. 


Don CarLos in converſation with the Prince of 
Parma. The Dukes of ALVA, FERIA, and M- 
DINA SIDONIA. The Count of LERMA and ſome 


other Grandees with papers in their hands, wailing 
for the Ki1xs. 


MEDINA SIDONIA. 


(Seems to be ſhunned by the Grandees, at laſt he 
addreſſes the Duke of Alva, who has been walking 
up and down, in filent meditation. Duke, you have 
ſeen the King—how did you find him diſpoſed ? 


ALVA. 
Very badly for you and your tidings. 


MEDINA SIDONIA. | 

I felt myſelf more eaſy amidſt the fire of the 
Engliſh cannon, than in this chamber. ( Carlos, 
who has been obſerving him ſilently, as if interefted by 
his appearance, approaches and graſps him by the hand.) 
—Thanks, kind Prince, or ths magnanimous 
compaſſion ! You ſee, how all avoid me. My 
ruin is now ſealed. 


CARLOS, | 
Hope be beſt, my frien!, from my father's 
juſtice, and your own innoccuce. 


MEDINA SIDONIA, 

I have loſt ſuch a fleet, as ne'er before appeared 
upon the fea. What ſatisſaction is a head like this 
for the deſtruction of ſeventy galleons? But, 
Prince—five ſons, hopeful as yourſelf there my 
heart fails. Ky | 


SCENE VII. 


The Kix coming out of his apartment. The por- 
MER. All the Grandees make way reſpectſully, and 
arrange themſeFves ma ſemicircle. A general ſilence. 
Don CaRLos and the Prince of PARMA approach 
firſt, and kiſs the KixG's hand. Fe turns with 
ſome affability to the latter, without noticing his 


ſon. 
| 'KING. 


Your mother, nephew, withes to know, how 
you are liked at Madrid. 


| PARMA. 
Let her mot aſk that, before the iſſue of my firſt 


battlc. 
KING. 


Be ſatisfied ; your turn will come, when theſe 
old generals have retired. (Io the Duke of Feria. 
— What news bring you ? 

- FERIA, 

(Bending ane nee. )—The grandmaſter of the 
order of Calatrava died this morning, Here is his 
crots of knighthood. 
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KING. 


(Taking the croſs. On whom can I moſt wor- 
thily beſtow it? (He beckons to the Duke of 
Alva, who approaches, and kneels on one knee, 
whilſt the King hangs the croſs round his neck.) 
—Duke, you are the firſt of my generals; with 
not to be more, and you ſhall ever ſhare my 


favor. (Perceiving the Duke of Medina Sidonia.) 
My Admiral ! 


MEDINA SIDONIA. 


( Approaches trembling, and kneels before the King, 
with his head bent down, )—Great King, of all 
your vaſt armada I bring nothing back, but this. 


KING. 

The will of Heaven is irrefiſtible. I ſent you 
to contend with men, and not with rocks and 
tempeſts. You are welcome to Madrid. (Gives 
him his hand to kiſs. And I thank you for pre- 
ſerying in yourſelf, a faithful ſervant to me. 
For ſuch, Lords, I acknowledge him to be, and 
as ſuch I will that he be reſpected. (Turning to 
Don Carlos and the Prince of Parma.)—l thank 
you, Princes. (They depart. The other Grandees 
approach, and kneeling preſent their papers to the 
King. He looks over them haſtily, and gives them to 
the Duke of Alva. Lay them before me in the cabi- 
net. Are there no more? ¶ Me perſon anſwers. How 
happens it, that among all my grandees, the Mar- 
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quis of Poſa never appears ? I well know, that this 
nobleman has ſerved me with honor, Does he ſtill 
live? Why is he not here ? 


LERMA. 


The Marquis is lately returned from travelling 
through the whole of Europe. He is, at preſent, 
in Madrid, and waits for the firſt public day, to 
throw himſelf at his Sovereign's feet, 


ALVA. 

Marquis of Poſa! He, Sire, is the bold knight, 
of whom that enthuſiaſtic action is related. When 
at the call of the Grand Maſter, the Knights of 
Malta aſſembled in their ifland, which was be- 
ſieged by Soliman, this youth, ſcarce eighteen years 
of age, diſappeared from the univerſity of Alcala, 
and unexpectedly arrived at La Valette. This 
* badge of knighthood,” ſaid he, was purchaſed 
« for me, and I will ſhow, that I am worthy of it.“ 
He was one of thoſe forty knights, who defended 
the caſtle of St. Elmo againſt the three repeated 
aſſaults of Piali, Ulucciali, Muſtapha, and Haflem ; 
when it at laſt was carried, and all the knights 
around him had fallen, he threw himſelf into the 
ſea, and reach'd Valette alone. Two months after, 
the infidels quitted the iſland, and the knight re- 
turned to finiſh his ſtudies at the univerſity. 


FERIA. 
It was this ſame Marquis, who cruſhed the 
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formidable conſpiracy in Catalonia ; and by his 
exertions alone, preſerved to the crown its moſt 
important province. 


LERMA. 


He it was, who not long afterwards, called by 
his father's death to the rank of a grandee, and to 
the poſſeſſion of a princely fortune, retired, with 
unexampled moderation, from the midſt of tempting 
honors. Now he lives unnoticed in this court, 
only becauſe his modeſt merit ſhrinks from its juſt 
reward. 

KING, 

I am aſtoniſhed ! What a man is he, who can 
act thus, and yet has not an enemy among three 
perſons, who have ſpoken of him ! Such a man, if 
he has ought of character, muſt have a noble one. 
I am curious to ſpeak with him. (To the Duke of 
Alva. )—Bring him, after maſs, into my cabinet. 
(Exit Duke. The King to Feria And you, mean- 
while, preſide for me at the council board. | Exit, 


FERIA, 
The King, to-day, is very gracious, 


MEDINA sIDONIA. 
Rather ſay, godlike. He has been ſo to me, 


FERIA. 
How highly you deſerve your good fortune ! Be- 
lieve me, Admiral, I participate it, 
1 2 


CR —————_— 


1ſt GRANDEE. 
And I, believe me. 


24 GRANDEE. 
And I too, indeed. 


zd GRANDEE. 


My heart beat with joy at your reception. 80 
excellent a commander! | 


= iſt GRANDEE. 
It was not a favor; it was but juſtice from the 


King. 
0 LER MA. 

(To Medina Sidonia. How have two words 
enrich'd you [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. 
The King's Cabinet. 


Marquis of Posa, and Duke of ALVA. 


MARQUIS, 
Me does he want? Me ! It cannot be; you are 
ſurely miſtaken, What can he want with me? 


ALVA. 


He deſires to know you. More I have not 
heard. 
1 
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MARQUIS. 
I am a man of no importance. You know that 
well; you ſhould have told him ſo. Tis no one's 
fault, but yours. 
ALVA. 


Mine! You ſurely jeſt. How ſhould I know to 
what employment he deſtines you? | 


MARQUIS. 
To none, you may be ſure. 


ALVA. 


Yet, even if 
'MARQUIS. 


If it be from curioſity Oh! I lament, to waſte 
my moments thus ! Lite flies too ſwiftly ! 


ALVA. 


You know not how to value your good fortune. 


; MAR IS. 
True, I know not. 


ALVA. 
There are millions, who would envy you this 
place. 
MARQUIS. 


Indeed! I am ſorry for it. ( Looking around him.) 
—[ here, in this chamber! How uſeleſs! how 
abſurd ! 
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ALVA. 
o the philoſopher, indeed, this way of thinking 
1s — enough. (Going. 


MARQUIS, 
Whither go you ? 


ALVA. 
To announce you to the King. 


MARQUIS. 
Oh! there is no need of haſte, Pray, tell me, 
how long I ſhall be detained. 


ALVA. 
According as you pleaſe the Sovereign. 


MARQUIS, 
What! muſt I pleafe him? That taſk will be 
hard. I fear I ſhall perform it badly. 


. ALVA. 

Yes, if you do not wiſh to pleaſe. I commit 
you to your good ſtars, The King is favorable to 
you ; employ this opportunity, as you can. If it 
eſcape, the fault is yours. [ Exit, 
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SCENE II. 


Maravis, alone. 

The Duke is right. That opportunity, which 
preſents itſelf but once, ſhould be at once em- 
braced. Indeed, this courtier gives me a uſeful 
leſſon! How came I hither ? Is it the whim- 
fical caprice of chance alone, to which I owe 
this honor? Why, among millions, ſhould it 
fix on me, of all apparently the moſt unlikely ? 
Why preſent my image to the King ? Was that but 
chance? Perhaps *twas ſomething more. What 
elſe is chance, but the unformed ſtone, which from 
the ſculptor's hand receives its animation? It is 
given by Providence, and man directs it to its pur- 
poſe. Whatc'er the King may want with me, it 
matters not; I know the buſineſs I ſhall have with 
him. Were but one ſpark of truth caſt boldly into 
his ſoul, how powerful, with the aid of Heaven, 
might it prove]! Thus what TI firſt thought acci- 
dent, may be the work of Providence. Whate'er it 
be, I'll act in this belief. (He remains in ſilent con- 
templation. The King advances from the adjoining 
apartment, and ſtopping at the door, looks for ſome 
minutes at the Marquis, without being perceived by 


him.) 


— —— — ́“l.— — 
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SCENE X. 


The Kixe, and the Marquis of Posl. 


(The Marquis as oon as he percerves the King, ap- 
proaches towards him, ſinks on one knee, then rijes 
again, and ftands before him, without any fymptoms 
of timidily.) 

| KING. 

You have ſpoken with me before ? 


MARQUIS., 
No, Sire.— 
KING. 

You rendered a ſignal ſervice to the crown. 
Why did you avoid my thanks ? 'The names of 
thoutands crowd upon my memory ; but I cannot, 
hike the Almighty, attend at once to all. You 
thould have appeared before me. Why did yau 
not ? 

MARQUIS. 

It is but two days, Sire, fince I returned to 
Spain. | 

| KING. 

I would not remain indebted to a ſubject. Aik 
of me a favor. | 
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MARQUIS. 
I enjoy the protection of the laws, 


| KING, 
This even the criminal may boaſt, 


MARQUIS. 

How much more, then, the good citizen! Sire, 
I am ſatisfied. 

R KING. 

(Af de 1 an undaunted ſpirit! Bui 
that I ſhould have expected the Turkiſh creſcent 
would not have elſe been ſhaken ? It pleaſes me to 
ſee this noble pride poſſeſs a Spaniſh breaſt. (Tp 
the Marquis, ) Jou quitted my ſervice, as I hear, 


MARQUIS. 
1 refed, to give place to a better, 


KING, 

That I am ſorry for. How great is the loſs to my 
ſtate, when ſuch men as you are unemploy'd! 
Perhaps you thought, you might not reach the ſphere 
beſt ſuited to your merits, | 


MARQUIS, 

O no! I doubt not, that the ſkilful artiſt, who 
guides the operations of a ſubject people, muſt at 
the firſt glance have diſcovered, for what employ- 
ment I was fitted. I feel with humble gratitude the 
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favor, which your Majeſty heaps on me by ſuch 4 
RgRattering opigzon. Yet—— 


KING. 
Lou heſitate. 5 
MARQls. | | 
Sire, my ſentiments are thoſe of a citizen of the 
world, and I muſt own, that I have not yet learnt 
to cloath them in the language of your ſubject. 
For when I left for ever the ſervice of the crown, I 
thought myſelf releaſed from the neceſſity of ex- 
TOO the reaſons of my conduct, | 


KING, 


Were they ſo weak then ? What do you fear to 
hazard by their declaration ? 


MARQUIS. 


I, Sire, you give me time to unfold them fully, 
I can hazard but my life, at moſt ; if this favor is 
denied me, truth itſelf may ſuffer. I muſt chooſe, 
then, between your diſpleaſure and contempt z and 
1 prefer the former to the latter. 


KING. 
Well! | 


| MARQUIS, | 
I cannot be the ſervant of a Prints | 


Er HRW 
; Becauſe you fear to be bis ſlave? 


— — 
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MARQUIS, 


No, Sire: that I ſhall never fear, But I would not 
degrade my Sovereign to a ſlave. (The King looks 
at him with aſtoniſhment.)—Should you employ me, 
Sire, you would purchaſe a ſtipulated meaſure of my 
ſervices. You would require my arm and courage 
in the field, my judgment in the council. What- 
ever I ſhould do, would become the property of 
the throne, Ta the royal treaſure would belong 
the beauty of my actions, my ſelf-applauſe and 
pleaſure of invention. I ſhould be uſed as a ma- 
chine : I ſhould conſider not the nature of my ac- 
tions, but their reception at the throne. T, on the 
contrary, eſteem virtue for herſelf. J would create 
that happineſs, which now a Monarch by my 
hand produces; and that which now is duty, would 
thus be choice, My defires would prompt me to 
invade the. kingly privilege of inward ſatisfaction, 
to overſtep the limits of my office, and, pleaſed 
with my own conduct, to diſregard the inclinations 
of my Sovereign, Can you a»prove of this? Can 
you bear to ſee another interfere in what you are 
creating? As for me, I'll not debaſe myſelt to be the 
tool, where I can act the artiſt's part. | love man- 
kind ; but in a monarch's ſervice, 1 could love 
no one but myſelf, 

KING, 
Your ardor is moſt laudable, You are anxious 


to do good, and how you do it, matters not to the 
en 
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patriot or the ſage. Chooſe in my whole king- 
dom the poſt, whereln you beſt oF ſatisfy this 


noble _—_ * "24 
MARQUIS. 
I know of none. e 
KING. 
How! 8 10 
MARQUIS: 


Icannot, as a ſervant of your Majeſty, dittuſe that 
happiness which pure benevolence would dictate, 


That happineſs a king would tremble at. The 


policy of monarchs invented new enoyments for 
mankind, which it was always rich enough to pay. 
It excited 1 in the human breaſt deſires, which thoſe 
enjoyments alone could gratiſy. It circulated none 
but thoſe truths, which ſuited its own purpoſes : all 
others were rejected. Such was the policy of mo- 
narchs, - ſuch the happinets at which it aim'd ! But 
can theſe views conduce to univerſal good ? or is 


my wiſh confined to the mere intereſts of 'a throne ? 


Can I ſacrifice thoſe of humanity? Can I ſuppoſe my 
fellow beings happy, whilſi their minds are enſlaved? 
He who is worthy. of my friendſhip," would be 
wretched under Philip's ſceptre. Such feelings [ 
ſhould wiſh him to poſſeſs. The rofore, Sire, 
chooſe not me, as the diſpenſer of thoſe giſts, which 
you have to beſtow. I muſt decline this office, I 
cannot' be the ſervant of 4 Prince. 
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KING. 

Who was it that brought this man to me? 
( Looks at him a long while doubtfully.)—And think 
you by ſuch ſophiſiry to evade che duties which 
| "= owe to the ſtate ? As 


MARQUIS. 

The ſtate, to which I owed them. is no more. The 
ſovereign once exiſted at the command of the 
laws; now the laws exiſt but in ſubſervience to the 
ſovereign. What I then owed to the community, 
1 owe not to a monarch. —My country! Where is 
it? Spain is no longer dear to her own ſons. She is 
become the body of one only mind, which actuates 
at will the vaſt gigantic maſs. She flouriſhes for 
you alone: you deal out felicity only as the food, 
which ſupports her, vaſſal firength. Men are 
eſtcem 'd not for themſelves, but, like the eye or 
car, for ſervice. Their nature, their very being, 

& freedom of their will, is loſt, The mind but 
vegetates, and wit and virtue are cultivated for the 
throne, as corn for the ſickle of the reaper. (Per- 
ceiving ſome emotion in the King, he Hops bu after 
a ſhort ſilence, proceedi. Mankind ' are wholly 
changed, I no longer know them. The ſpecies 
itlelf, the ties of nature, all are anew created by the 
monarch. His policy has found a ſlandard by 
Which every mind is regulated —has found it ?—no, 
iwas found long fince, | 
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KING. 
Jou are a Proteſtant ? 


| MARQUIS. 
Your faith, Sire, is alſo mine. Perhaps you judge 
amiſs of me. You ſee the veil drawn by my hand from 
the myſteries of royal power: and you believe, that 


I no longer reſpect that, which 1 have ccaſed to fear. 


You think me dangeraus, becauſe I have inveſti- 
gated my own nature. No, my King, I am not 
dangerous: for here, (pointing to his breaſt) here all 
my wiſhes lie, concealed. The mad rage of in- 
novation, which but augments the weight of 
chains it cannot break, ſhall never fire my blood. 
This century is not ripe for my ideas; [ look ta 
future ages. Does a mere picture of the imagina- 
tion ſeem ſo formidable to you ; ths may deſtroy 


it with a breath. 


kd. 
Am ! the firſt, to whom you have thus diſcloſed 


your mind? > 
| MARQUIS, 
Yes, Sire—the firſt, 


KING, 
You ſhould have learnt, whether you, might ven- 


- ture on ſuch a ep. And do you ſo well know 


me? 
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MARQUIS, 


Whether ought to have ſo far ventured, Sire, ! 
now ſhall learn. But when I dared to claim the 
greater merit, it became me to ſuppoſe, my Sove- 
reign had at leaſt the inferior—that of liſtening to 
the truths, which I revealed to him. 


KING, 

(Aide. This tone is new to me. The in- 
cenſe of flattery and ſubmiſſion in time ex- 
hauſts itſelf. For once I'll try the contrary. Why 
ſhould I not? There is a charm in novelty; 
(To the Marquis.) Well, I muſt find ſome new 
employment for you, adapted to your eccentric 
notions, | | 


- MARQUIS, 7 


I perceive, Sire, how meanly you eſteem the 
dignity of man : you are ſurpriſed at him, who 


boldly dares remind you of it, and think his free 


undaunted language is but a cloak to flattery. I 
know the origin of ſuch an error; twas in the con- 
duct of mankind themſelves. They willingly dif- 
claimed a noble nature, and courted degradation. 
Terrified at the ſhadow of their own inward great- 
neſs, they fled to abject pleaſures, adorned their 
chains with ſlaviſh prudence, and called it virtue 
to bear them with reſignation. Twas into ſuch a 
world you enter'd: 'twas ſuch a world, that was 
committed to your great father's rule, It was 
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not poſſible, you ſhould reſpect mankind, whey, 
thus debaſed, 


KING, 
Your words contain ſome truth, 


MARQUIS. 


But, though you changed man from the work of 
the Almighty into a creature of your own, and 
made yourſelf his god, ſtill you remain'd a mortal; 
nor could this new creation raiſe you above the 
weakneſs of human nature. Form'd with the 
wants and feelings of a man, in vain did you aſ- 
pire to godlike excellence. Amidſt delights you ftill 
are wretched. Enjoyment is imperſect, unleſs it 
be reflected in the eyes of others. But that which 
beams in thoſe of your vaſſals, is it the reflection 
of your tranſports? No—like untrue mirrors, 
they give not back the pure and faithful image, 
which they received. Tis intereſt alone, that ſways 
their feelings: for on your ſmiles and frowns; their 
wealth, their rank, their very life depends. The 
monarch's ſatisfaction is to the vaſſal a ſure prog- 
noſtic of his own advantage: and who can blame 
him for dwelling only on this idea? O mournful 
change! Unhappy perverſion of nature! Man- 
kind are made mere inſtruments of your plea- 
ſures—pleaſures, which no one can participate 
with you! | 
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KING. 
{ H/ide.)—By Heaven, he moves my very ſoul} 


MARQUIS, 

But what, to you, is ſuch a ſacrifice? You are 
render'd by it an unrivalled being—a ſpecies in 
yourſelf. It is the price you pay for being elevated 
to divinity; and 'twould be dreadful, were it 
otherwiſe. If for this price, if for the miſery of 
millions, for the deſtruction of your own happi- 
neſs, you had gained nothing in return—Or, 
what is far more dreadful, if you ſhould have im- 
poveriſhed millions, only to render yourſelf ſtill 
poorer : if that very liberty, which you have anni- 
hilated, ſhould be the only thing, which could have 
made you happy—l beg, Sire, you would diſmiſs 
me. My heart is full; and 'tis a charm which I 
cannot reſiſt, to find myſelf in preſence of the 
only man, to whom I wiſh to pour forth all it's ſeel- 
ings. (The Count of Lerma enters, and whiſpers a 
few words to the King, who in return makes a ſign, 
61 which Lerma withdraws. } 


KING, 
Proceed | 


MARQUIS, 

The noble lion ſuffers the inſect to ſport about 
his mane. I feel, Sire, all the | greatneſs of this fa- 
vor; and am thankful, 

AA 
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' KING. 


You have ſomething more to fay. Go on. 


MARQUIS, 


May it pleaſe your Majeſt y, I lately paſsd 
through Flanders and Brabant. Such rich and 
blooming provinces! a people fo great, fo valiant, 
and ſo good! To he the father of ſuch a people, 
mcthought, was godlike But then—l faw the ſcat- 
tered bones of men. {He ſtops, and fixes a Pene- 
traling look on the King, who, unable 2 ref} it, caſts 
his eyes on the ground, in confuſion.) Right! You 
are forced to act thus—but that you ſhould be able 

to act as you are forced—that 'tis, which fills me 
with awful wonder. To purſue the dictates af 
calm unbiafled reaſon, amidſt the torture of re- 
pugnant feelings—to graſp ice unmelting in the 
| fiery hand, is more than nature ever granted to 
another mortal. Alas! The victim weltering | in 
his blood, can ſcarcely praiſe thoſe virtues in the 
prieſt, who ſacrifices him. The hiſtory of man 
ſhould be written by beings ſuperior to all human 
frailty.—Milder ages, attended by more lenient 
wiſdom, will ſuccced the reign of Philip. The 
happineſs of the ſubject will walk hand in hand 
with the Prince's greatneſs, The careful ſtate will 
ſpare her children's blood, and even tyrant neceſ- 
ſity will be humane. 
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KING. 

Think you, theſe better times would c'er arrive, 
if I were frighted from my duty by the fear of 
preſent ſlander? Look around you, and ſee in 
Spain a happy people, who flouriſh in uninter- 
rupted peace. The (ame quiet, I with to give to 
Flanders. 


MARQUIS. 

The quiet of the grave And do you hope to 
finiſh what you have begun? Think you, you 
can retard the ripen'd change of the whole chriſ- 
tian world? Would you alone in Europe fiop 
the wheel of deſtiny, whilſt urging onward its re- 
fiſtleſs courſe? The attempt is vain—'tis vain, 
believe me. Enthuſiaſm, with tenfold greater 
ſorce, riſes againſt the oppreſſor. Already thou- 
ſands have fled your land in joyful poverty. Thoſe 
whom their faith has driven into exile, were your 
moſt valuable ſubjects. Elizabeth receives the fu- 
gitives with a mother's kindnets, and Britain flou- 
riſhes in the arts, which have been baniſhed from 
our country. Grenada mourns the loſs of her in- 
duſtrious citizens, and exulting Europe ſees her 
enemy bleeding by ſelf-inflicted wounds. (The 
King appears moved.) A work ſo contrary to na- 
ture, though planned for eternity, muſt quickly 
periſh; it cannot ſurvive the exiſtence of its au- 
thor. You have labour'd for ingratitude. In va 1 
you have ſtruggled with mankind: in yam you 
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have laviſhed a precious life, and facrificed ſo many 
royal virtues, in the purſuit of a deluſive phantom. 
Lou have eſteem'd man too lightly : this was your 
error, this alone. A future race will trample on 
the ruins of that edifice, which you intended for 
its tomb; will, with contemptuous mockery, join 
your name to thoſe of Nero and Buſiris. Alas! 
I pity you : for you were good. 


KING. 


Are you ſo ſure of that? 


MARQUIS. 


Yes, by the Almighty! Yes, I repeat it. 
Reſtore what you have taken from us: pour 
forth univerſal happineſs from the horn of 
plenty. Cheriſh the ripening mind of your 
vaſt empire; and you will be a king of godlike 
ſubjets. (He advances boldly, graſps the King's 
hand, and fixes on him a look of earneſtneſs and en- 
thuſiaſm.) Oh! could the eloquence of all thoſe 
thouſands, who ſhare the exiſtence of this hour, 
hover on my lips, that I might fan into a flame the 
ſpark, which animates thoſe eyes Give up this 
mad ambition. Become to us an example of 
true greatneſs. Never, never did a mortal 
poſſeſs ſo much, for purpoſes ſo noble. All 
the kings of Europe pay homage to the Spaniſh 
name. Step forth as leader of theſe kings, One 
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line, one word, written by this hand, may create 


anew the world. (Cufting him/elf at his feet.) 


KING. 


Strange enthuſiaſm !—But riſe ! 


MARQUIS, 


Look through the wide extent of nature! All 
is liberty. The great Creator of the univerſe be- 
ſlows it on the inſect, which the dew-drop nou- 
rithes. How narrow, how poor is your creation 
—The maſter of the Chriſtian world 1s ſtartled 
at the ruſtling of a leaf. He trembles even at vir: 
tues. 


KING. 


And will you undertake to trace this glorious 
plan of liberty in my ſtates? 


MARQUIS. 

You can, and you alone. Let all thofe talents, 
which have ſo long been ſubſervient to ambition, 
be henceforth devoted to your people. Confer on 
man his former dignity. Let the citizen be once 
more the object of his monarch's care.— Then, 
Sire, when you have raiſed your kingdom to this 
envied height, the mighty plan is ripe—Then 
may you—'twill be your duty—extend your em- 
pire oer the world. 


| t 
| 
| ;: 
N 
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KING, 
(After a long pauſe. Jet have ſuffer'd you to con- 
clude; and I perceive you look not on the world 
with common eyes. I will not, therefore, judge 


| you by common rules. You have laid open to me 


alone the inmoſt receſſes of your ſoul. For your 
commendable moderation, in keeping ſecret until 
now theſe bold conceptions—for ſuch diſcretion 
will I forget, young man, that I have heard theſe 
words forget, with what freedom you have uttered 
them. Riſe! I will reſute your youthful errors 
by maturer reaſon, and not by kingly power. 
Such is my will, and therefore do I ſo. (After 
looking earneftly at him for ſome time.) Poiſon it- 


elf, 1 find, may in a worthy nature be converted 


into goodneſs. — Beware of the Inquiſition; I 
ſhould be ſorry 


MARQUIS. 
Indeed! 
KING. 
(Contemplating the Marquis with admiration.)— 


Never before have I beheld ſuch a man. No, 


Marquis, no! You wrong me. I will not be a 
Nero: to you, at leaſt, I will not. All happi- 


neſs ſhall not be blaſted beneath my ſceptre. 


You yourſelf, you, to your own confuſion, ſhall 
ſtill poſſeſs inviolate the * of huma- 
nity. 


DON CARLOS, 1; 


MARQUIS. 


And my countrymen ? O Sire! It was not 


for myſelf alone I pleaded. Your ſubjects, 
Sire 


KING, 
(Continting. }—If you know, how future times 


will judge me, tell them, when 1 found a may 
indeed, how 'twas I treated him. 


MARQUIS, 


Oh! let not the moſt juſt of kings be, at the 
ſame time, molt unjuſt, In your provinces of 
Flanders, Sire, are thouſands worthier than I. 
Perhaps, great Monarch--may J freely ſpeak it? 
you ne'er till now have viewed liberty in ſo amiable 
D A 

' KING. 

No more of that, young man. I am per- 
ſuaded, when you know mankind, your ſenti- 
ments will alter. But I ſhould wiſh to ſec you 


ſoon again. Tell me how can I oblige you? 2 


Lou are the farſt, of whom [ ever was com- 
pelbd to alk that queſtion, 


MAROUIS. 


That one word, Sire, is dearer to mc than 


all, that even your power can beſtow. Let me re- 


main as I am. What ſhould I be to you, Sire, 
if could be purchaſcd 2 


8 — — 


KING. 

This is too much. From this day you ſhall be 
in my ſervice. No oppoſition ; I will have it fo. 
(After a pauſe.) One word more! You have diſ- 
covered the fecrets of my throne; thoſe of my 
honſe remain, (Ie Marquis ſeems to meditate.) 1 
underſtand you—yet, though l am a moſt un- 
happy father, I ſill may be a happy huſband, 


MARQUIS. | 
If a virtuous fon, and the poſſeſſion of a lovely 


conſort, can give a claim to happinels, vou, Sire, 
. in both be happy. 


KING. 

No, I am not ; nor did I ever feel my wretch- 
edneſs fo forcibly, till now. (Contemplating the 
Marquis with melancholy.) How would it have 
delighted your father, Marquis, to have be- 
queathed to ſuch a ſon a kingdom! (The Mar- 


quis turns eway his face mournfully.) No gratis 


tude for ſuch an empire ! 


MARQUIS. 
The Prince's mind is noble. I never found it 


otherwiſe. 


| KING. 
T have, alas !—-—Then you know each other? 


MARQUIS. 
Yes—-we were together at the univerſity, 


— — — — — os 
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KING. | 
He ne'er reſpected me. Before the whole world, 
he has turn'd my name to mockery. His heart is 
bad. 

MARQUIS. 


Let me but ſpeak.— 


KING. 
No—if you would not loſe for ever my eſteem. 
What he has robb'd me of, no crown can pay 
—fo virtuous a Queen 


MARQUIS. 
Who can dare, Sire—— 
KING, | 
The world—I myſelt—Here lie proofs, which 
cannot be refuted—others exiſt, from which I fear 
the moſt horrible diſcoveries—yet Marquis, pain- 
ful is it to me to believe them. Who are her 
accuſers? Can ſhe have fallen into ſuch dif- 
honor? Oh! how much more eafily could I be- 
lieve, that Eboli is a ſlanderer! Does not the monk 
hate both my ſon and her? Do I not know that 
Alva broods on revenge? My wife has far more 
worth than all of them. 


MARQUIS. 


Sire, in Woman's ſoul there is a jewel, not to be 
dimm'd by flander—the jewel of female virtue. 
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KING, 


True, Marquis! To fink ſo deep as they accuſe 
the Queen, is too ſudden a debaſement. The fine 
ties of honor break not ſo eaſily, as they would per- 
ſuade me. The blood, which flows in royal veins, 
is too pure to mingle with the poiſon of libidinous 
defire, You are the man, whom I ſo long have 
wanted: you, or no one. Your temper 1s gay 
and pleaſing, yet you can ſee into the human 
mind. I chooſe you therefore—— 


MARQUIS, 
Me, Sire ! 
KING. 


You were admitted to your Sovereign's preſence, 
and did not aſk one favor: that is a circumſtance 
quite new to me. You will be juſt, Paſſion will 
not warp?your judgment. Get near the Prince ; 
learn the Queen's ſentiments. I myſelf will give 
you an introduction to her. Meanwhile, be my 
chamberlain. Now leave me. (Ile rings a bell.) 


MARQUIS. 
If, before I go, Sire, you deign to grant my only 
prayer, this day will be the happieſt of my life. 
KING. , 
(Extends his hand to him io kiſs. )"Tis not a loſt 
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day in mine. Come to me ſoon again. (T he Count of 
Lerma enters—the King addreſſing him.) Admit the 
Chevalier in future without announcing him. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. 


The Queen's Apartment. 


The Quzen, Ducheſs of Ottvarez, Princeſs of 


EBoLr, Counteſs of Fükx TES, and other Lapis. 


QUEEN. 


(To the Ducheſs of Oltvares.) 


Tur key then was not found? Well, the ſcru- 
tore muſt be immediately broken open. ¶ Perceiving 
the Princeſs approaching, fhe offers her her hand 15 
kiſs.) Welcome, dear Princeſs! I rejoice to ſee you 
thus recover d. But you look pale. 


FUENTES, 


(Sarcaftically.)—For that, we muſt blame the 
fever, which ſo affects your nerves. Muſt we not, 


Princeſs ? 
QUEEN. 
I greatly wiſh'd to have ſeen you, my dear Eboli— 


but I'm reſtrain'd, you know. 


| OLIVAREZ. 
The Princeſs was not in want of company. 
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QUEEN. 
So I ſuppoſe. But what makes you tremble 


thus ? 
EBOLI; 


Nothing ; nothing at all, my gracious Queen. 
May I beg permiſſion to withdraw ? 


QUEEN. 


You deceive us, and are more unwell than you 
acknowledge—you are fatigued with ftanding. 
Aſſiſt her, Counteſs, to a ſeat. 


EBOLI. | 
I ſhall be better in the open air. [ Exit. 


QUEEN, 
Follow her, Counteſs—'tis a ſudden illneſs. (A 
Page enters and ſpeaks 10 the Ducheſs, who then ad- 
dreſſes the Queen.) 
OLIVAREZ. 
The Marquis of Poſa, may it pleaſe your Majeſty. 
(The Queen ftarts. He comes from the King. 


QUEEN. 


Admit him. Page admits the Marquis, and 
exit. 


——— — — — . ʒ -äłbtt 
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SCENE II. 


Marquis of Pos A. The FoRMER. 


(The Marguis kneels on one knee before the Queen, 
who makes a ſign to him to riſe.) 


QUEEN. 
What are the King's commands ? May I receive 
them publicly? "Is 
MARQUIS. 
My meſſage is to your Majeſty in private. (The 


Queen beckons to her ladies, who withdraw.) 


SCENE III. 


The Queen. Marquis of Pos A. 


QUEEN. 
Can I believe my eyes, Marquis? You! You 
commiſſton'd to me from the King! 
MARQUIS. 
Does your Majeſty think that fo ſtrange ? 


QUEEN. 


The world has ſurely deviated from its courſe. 
The King and you !—Indeed 


DON CARLOS. 191 


MAR Is. 
It may ſound ſtrange. The preſent times abound 


in wonderful events. 
QUEEN. 
Scarcely 1s any more ſurpriſing, 


MARQUIS. 

Might I not have ſuffered myſelf to be converted? 
Might I not be tired of acting in the court of 
Philip a part ſo fingular? He who would ſerve 
mankind, muſt deſcend to their own level, and lay 
aſide the idle diſtinctions of a ſect. Might I not 
with, ſince no one is wholly free from vanity, to 
raiſe my own opinions to the favor of the throne ? 


QUEEN. 


No, Marquis, no. Not even in jeſt would I 
accuſe you of ſo wild a project. You are not mad 
enough to undertake a thing impoſſible to be ef- 
ſected. But what I chiefly blame you for, Mar- 


quis—what I can ſcarce believe you guilty of 


16— 
MARQUIS. 


Duplicity ? 
QUEEN. 
Moſt probably the King's is not the only meſ- 
ſage, which you bring. 


MARQUIS. 


No. 


— — —ę— n“ é1' — — 
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QUEEN. 

And can diſhonourable means promote a virtu- 
ons cauſe? Can your exalted ſoul—pardon this 
doubt—ſtoop to ſo low an office ? I cannot think 
it. 

MARQUIS. 

Nor I, if my buſineſs here were to deceive the 
King. But that I mean not; I wiſh to ſerve him 
now more faithfully than even he himſcif com- 
mands me. 12 

| QUEEN. 

Such conduct I expected from you. Enough of 

this —How is the King? 


MARQUIS. 


It ſeems, that I may now retaliate on my ſevere 
judge. What I was flow in telling, methinks 
your Majeſty is in no haſte to hear. But I muſt 
execute my commiſſion. The King requeſts, that 
you would not grant to-day an audience to the 
ambaſſador of France. This is the buſineſs, which 
I come upon. 

| QUEEN. 
And have you nothing elſe to tell me from him? 


MARQUIS, 
Nothing elſe which entitles me to be here. 


+ 
*. 


QUEEN. 


I will not venture to inveſtigate a ſecret, which! 
perhaps ought not to learn, 
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MAROUIs. 

True, Madam yet were you other than your- 
ſelf, I ſhould haſten to inform you of certain 
things—to caution you againſt certain perſons— 
but all this, to you, is uſeleſs. Danger may riſe and 
diſappear around you ; you will not even perceive 
it. It deſerves not to chaſe away the golden 
ſlumbers from your angel brow. Nor was it that, 
which-brought me hither. Prince Carlos— 


QUEEN. 
How did you leave him ? 


MARQUIS. 
Like the ſage, whoſe only crime it is to worſhip 
truth. Carlos is not leſs firm in his affection, nor 
leſs ready to ſacrifice for it his life, I bring few 
words—but here, here is himſelf. (Pręſenting a 
letter to the Queen.) 
| QUEEN. 
(After having read it.)—He muſt ſpeak with 
me, he ſays. 
MARQUIS. 


And ſo ſay I. 
QUEEN, 


Will it make him happy, to ſee with his own 
eyes, that I am wretched ? 


MARQUIS, 
No, but 'twill make him more reſolute and 
active. 
c e 
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QUEEN. 
How ! 
MARQUIS. 


The Duke of Alva is appointed to command in 


Flanders. 
QUEEN. 


So I have heard. 
 MARQUIS. 

The King cannot retract. We know the King; 
the reſolutions, which he once has taken, are irre- 
vocable as the laws of nature. Yet it is true, the 
Prince muſt not remain here—certainly not now— 


nor muſt Flanders be facrificed. 


QUEEN. 
How can you prevent it? 


MARQUIS, | 
I know a way—but the means are little better 
than the preſent danger. It is daring as deſpair.— 
But there is no other. | 
QUEEN, 
Tell it me. 1 
MARQUIS, 
To you alone, my Queen, can I reveal it. From 
you alone would Carlos hear it without abhorrence, 
Its name indeed is terrible—rebellion, 


QUEEN, 


Rebellion ! 
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MARQUIS. 

He muſt ſecretly betake himſelf to Bruſſels, 

where the Flemings, with open arms, are ready to 

receive him. All the Netherlands will riſe at his 

command. His victories will ſhake the Spaniſh 

throne : and the King will grant to him in Bruſſels, 
what he refuſed him in Madrid. | 


QUEEN. 
Will he? Have you ſuch certain hopes of that ? 


MARQUIS, 

He will be forced to it. The power of the 
Netherlands, to ſtand againſt the force of Philip, 
may caſily be calculated. But the event cannot 
be ſo fatal. Europe will interfere, to reconcile the 
father and the ſon. Carlos will be moderate in 
his propoſals —The King may chooſe between 
magnanimous conceſſion, and doubtful conteſt. 
How can he heſitate? The ſame man, who ſpurn'd 
a juit petition, will overlook a crime. 


QUEEN. 
Can you, who ſaw him but juſt now, think that? 


MARQUIS. 
I think ſo, becauſe I juſt now ſaw him. 


QUEEN. 
(After a parſe.) The plan which you propoſe, is 
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at once terrible, and pleaſing—you may be right— 
the thought is bold, and 'tis perhaps that very 
boldneſs, which charms me. Docs the Prince 
know of it? 


MARQUIS. 


It was my intention, that he ſhould hear it, for 
the firſt time, from you. 


QUEEN, 
Tis a great plan—perhaps the Prince's youth 


MARQUIS. 


| That will be no obſtacle—he will find there the 
braveſt generals of the Emperor Charles—Egmont 
and Orange—men no leſs wiſe in council, than 
daring in the field. 
QUEEN. | 
Yes—the thought is great and daring—thePrince 
muſt act—I feel he muſt. The chains, which 
bind him in Madrid, cannot but depreſs a noble 
ſpirit. I promiſe him the alliance of France and 
Savoy. Yes, Marquis! The Prince muft act. 
But this defign requires the aid of money. 


MARQUIS. 
Even that is ready. 


QUEEN. 
1 too could affiſt you 1n procuring it. 
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MARQUIS. 
May I then give him hopes of ſeeing you? 


QUEEN, 
But how are we to meet ? 


MARQUIS. 


Where common means fail, we muſt reſort to 
thoſe which are unuſual. | 
QUEEN. 


I know of none. 
MARQUIS. 
The ſubterraneous paſſage ?— 


QUEEN. 
The King keeps the key. 


MARQUIS, 
If that be all the difficulty 


QUEEN. 
I will conſider of it. 


MARQUIS. 


Carlos is anxious, Madam, for an anſwer. I 
promiſed him, not to return without it. (Offering a 
writing tablet 10 the Queen.) Two lines will be 
ſufficient. 

QUEEN. 

(After having written. /— Shall I fee you foon 
again? 

1 
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MARQUIS. 
As often as you command. 


QUEEN. 
But how have you obtain'd this liberty ? 


MARQUIS. 
I enjoy it—is that not ſufficient for your Ma- 


jeſty ? 
QUEEN. 


How much ſhould I rejoice, if through his ef- 
forts, freedom might find a refuge ſtill in Europe! 


MARQUIS. 
(With tranſport.) Oh! I knew that I ſhould 
here be underſtood ! (The Ducheſs of Oltvarez 
enters.) | 
QUEEN. 
(Ina diftant manner, to the Marquis.) Whatever 


comes from my Lord the King, I ſhall honor as 


a law. Lay before his feet his ſervant's moſt 


reſpectful acquieſcence. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. 
A Gallery. 


Don CakLos and Count LRERRMA. 


CARLOS. 


Here we are undiſturbed. What have you to 
diſcloſe to me? 


LERMA. 
Your Highneſs had a friend at this court. 


CARLOS. 
A friend —1 knew not that. 


LERMA. 


I muſt intreat your Highneſs' pardon, if I have 
learnt more than I ſhould have done. But there's 
no hazard in the information—T did not gain it 
from a ſecond perſon. 


CARLOS 
To whom does it relate ? 

LERMA. 
To the Marquis of Poſa. 


CARLOs. 
Well! 
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LERMA. 
| If he is entruſted with any ſecret by your High- 
| neſs, as I almoſt fear he is. 


| CARLOS, 


You fear it ? 
LERMA. 


He was with the King. 


' _ CARLOS, 
With the King ? 
| LERMA. 
For two whole hours, in ſecret converſation. 


CARLOS, 


Indeed ! 
LERMA. 


They ſeem'd to talk on matters of importance, 


CARLOS, 
That is moſt probable, 


LERMA. 
I heard your name often repeated, 


CART.OS. 
That bodes me no harm, I truſt, 


LERMA. 


His Majeſty too ſpoke this morning of the Queen, 
in moſt myſterious terms, 
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CARLOS, 
Count Lerma ! | 
LERMA. 
When the Marquis left the King, I received or- 
ders to admit him, in future, unannounced. 


CARLOS, 
Indeed ! That is remarkable ! 


| LERMA. 
Beyond example, fince I have ſerved the King. 


CARLOS, 
"Tis remarkable indeed—and how, ſaid you, the 
Queen was mentioned ? | 


LERMA. 
That, Prince, would be a breach of duty. 


CARLOS, 


Strange, that you ſhould tell me one thing and 
conceal the other ! 
LERMA. 
The firſt I owed to you, the other to my Sove- 
reign. 
CARLOQS. 
You are right. 
LERMA. 
I have always known the Marquis to be a man 
of honor. 
v 


temptation. 
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CARLOS. 
Then you knew him well. 
LERMA. 
His virtue was ſpotleſs, | until this moment of 
trial. 
cARILOs. 
ha in that too. 
| LERMA. 


When the favor of a great Monarch i is caſt into 
the balance, it may make the queſtion doubtful. 
Often have firm principles - -been ſhaken by ſuch 


True. 1 
1 LERMA. . | 

It is ſometimes prudent to reveal what cannot 
longer be kept ſecret. 


CARLOS. 
Yes. Prudent.— But you ſay, you have my 


found the Marquis a man of honour— 


LERMA. 
If he be ſo ſtill, my doubts cannot degrade him, 


and you gain doubly, Prince. (Going) 


CARLOS. 
(Following him, and preſſing his hand.) Ge- 
nerous, worthy man! I find myſelf a friend the 


richer; nor have I loſt the one whom ] poſſeſs d. 
[ Exit Lerma. 
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SCENE V. 
Don Can Los. Marquis of Pos entering the gallery. 


MARQUIS. 
Carlos | 
CARLOS, 
Who calls me? Ah ! 'tis you! I was haftening 
to the monaſtery, Follow me thither quickly, 


Going. 
MARQUIS. 


Only two words, 
CARLOS. 


If we ſhould be overheard— . 


MARQUIS. 
Fear not! I ſhall have quickly ended The 


Queen—— 
CARLOS, 
You were with my father. 


MARQUIS. 
I was. He ſent for me. 


4 CARLOS, 
Well 
fe MARQUIS, 
N 'Tis ſettled. You will ſee her, 
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CARLOS, 
And the King ! What would he have ? 


| MARQUIS. 
Not much. Curioſity to know who I am—the 
officiouſneſs of ſome well-intentioned friends—in 
ſhort, he offer'd to employ me. 


CARLOS, 
Which you declined ? 
| MARQUIS. 3 
Certainly. 
CARLOS. 
How did you part? 
| MARQUIS. 
As friends, 
CARLOS. . 


Did the converſation relate to me? 


MARQUIS. 
Les in general terms. (He gives the writing 
tablet to the Prince.) Here are two lines from the 
Queen; to-morrow I ſhall learn where, and how—. 


CARLOS, 01 5 
(Reads it in a hurry, puts it in his pocket, and is 
going away. )—You will find me at the priory. 


MARQUIS. 
But ſtay! why in ſuch haſte ? no one is coming 
hither, | 1 DE eien 


- þ , MY 
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CARLOS. 
(With a forced fmile.)—Have we exchanged 


characters? You are very ſecure to-day. 


| MARQUIS. 
| To-day! Wherefore to- day? 


* 


CARLOS. 
And what was it, the Queen wrote to me? 


MARQUIS. 
Have you not this moment read it ? 


CARLOS, 
I?—Oh! Yes, 


MARQUIS. 
What is the matter with you? 


CARLOS. 

(Reads the tablet again—then, with tranſport )— 
Angel of Heaven! Yes, I will—I will be worthy 
of thee. Love elevates great fouls. Be it what- 
er it may, what thou commandeſt, I will perform. 
—She writes to me, that I muſt prepare for a 
great reſolution, What can ſhe mean? Doſt 
thou not know ? 


MAR Is. 
If 1 knew it, Carlos, is your mind prepared to 
hear it? 
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- CARLOS, 


„ offended thee? Pardon me, Rodrigo. 


I was diſtracted. 


MARQUIS. 
Diſtracted! By what? 


CARLOS. 
By—I know not what. I keep this tablet? 


MARQUIS. 
No. On the W I come to aſk you for 


your own. 


CARLOS, 
Mine. Wherefore ?_ 


' MARQUIS. 

And whatever trifles you have beſides, which 
ſhould not fall into a third perſon's hands — letters, 
or memorandums—in ſhort, your whole port- 
folio. -. | 
„ A RA 
Hut wherefore ? | 
MARQUIS. 


In caſe of accidents - Jou may be 11 
F hey will not inquire for them of me. 
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CARLoOs. 
Strange indeed! Why, all at once, this 


MARQUIS. 


Be not alarm'd. It means nothing. A mere 
precaution againſt danger, 


CARLOS, 


(Gives him the portfolio. Take good care of 
it. 


MARQUIS., 
That I will certainly. 


CARLOS. 
Rodrigo, I give thee much. 


MARQUIS. 


Vet not ſo much as you before have given me 
The reſt we'll talk of yonder—Meantime, fare- 
well Going. 

CARLOS, 
As if fruggling with ſome doubts, calls him back.) 


ive me again the letters. There is one among 
them, which ſhe wrote to me, when I was dan- 
gerouſly ill at Alcala. I have always worn it near 
my heart. Twould coſt me much to part with 
this letter. Leave me only that, and take the 
others with you. (He takes it out, and returns the 
portfolio to the Marquis.) 
I 
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| MARQUTS, 
Carlos, I do this unwillingly. It was that very 
letter, which I moſt wiſh'd for. 


| CARLOS, 
| Farewell !—(e walks a few eps ſlote ly, and in 
filence; then flops a mament at the door, turns back, 
and gives the letter to him.)—There it is. (Hs 
hand trembles ; tears flart into his eyes. He falls on 
the neck of the Marquis, and preſſes his face againſt 
Lis bojom. )—My father cannot feel thus. No, my 
Rodrigo! No, indecd he cannot ! | 
[ Exit, haſtily. 


SCENE VI 


Maravis alone. 


Is it poſſible? Have I not ſtudied him per- 
ſectly? Has this one ſhade eſcaped my notice? 


; Diftruſt toward his friend! Can ſuch a breath 


ſully this poliſh'd mirror? O no! I wrong him. 


He did nought to me, deſerving ſuch an accuſa- 
tion. It is I who am diſtruſtful—My conduct 


may well have appear'd ſtrange to him. This un- 
accuſtomed myſtery perhaps may pain him.—l 
cannot free thee, Carlos, from this embarraſſment. 
I muſt afflict thy fecling ſoul for ſome time longer. 
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The King has confided to me a ſecret, and this 
confidence demands my gratitude. And where- 
fore ſpeak, when filence will not increaſe the ſut- 
ferings of Carlos—nay, will diminiſh them ? Why 
awaken the traveller, to point out to him the im- 
pending tempeſt? Enough for me, that I can 
avert it from his head. Sleep then in peace, until 
the heaven is calm (Exit, 


SCENE VIL 
The King's Apartment, 


The KING, /eated. The young Princeſs CLAR 
EUGENIA beſide him. 


KING, 
No. She is ſtill my daughter. How can 


nature thus lye like truth! Theſe blue eyes 


are mine. | recogniſe myſelf in every feature. 
Child of my love!—for, ſuch thou ſurely art—l 
preſs thee to my heart. Thou art the offspring 
of my blood—(Starting.J—My blood! What 
can I fear worſe? Are not my features his ? 
(He takes up the miniature, looks alternately at 
it, and at a murror, which hangs oppoſite to 
him—at laſt he throws the picture on the ground, 
E B 


- 
— 


— — 
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and riſes haſtily, puſhing from him the Princeſs.) 
Away! Away! In this abyſs I'm loſt. 


SCENE VIII. 


Count LERMA. The ForMER. 
LERMA. 
Her Majeſty is in the antichamber. 


KING. 
Now ? 


LERMA. 
Yes, Sire. And requeſts a gracious audience. 


KING. 


What! Now? Now? At ſo unuſual an hour! 
No. I cannot ſee her now. 


LERMA. 


Here is the Queen herſelf, [ Exit Lerma. 
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SCENE IX. 


The Kino, The Princess. The QUEEN, entering. 


(The child runs to careſs her mother, who kneels before 
the King. He remains ſilent and confuſed.) 


QUEEN, 
My lord—my huſband=—l muſt—I am compel- 
led to ſeek for juſtice from your throne, 


KING, 

Tuſtice ! 

| | QUEEN. 
I am unworthily treated at this court. My 
ſcrutoire has been broken open. - 

' KING. 

What! 
QUEEN. 


And things, which I much value, have been 
taken away— 


KING. 


Things that you much value !— 
EB 2 
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QUEEN. 
On account of.the interpretation, which bold Ig- 
norance might put on them. | 


KING. 
Interpretation !—Ignorance - But riſe. 


QUEEN. 

Not before you, my huſband, have promiſed to 

exert your royal power, in procuring for me ſatis- 

faction—or to diſmiſs me from a court, where 
thoſe, who thus inſult me, are protected. 


KING. 
I pray you, riſe! In this poſture—Rite ! 


| QUEEN, 
1 ¶Riſing.)/ That it muſt be a perſon of diſtinc- 
tion, is certain; for in the ſame cabinet lay a large 

| treaſure in pearls and diamonds :; but letters only 
„ were taken out. 


KING. 
Letters !—None that you wiſh'd to have con- 
| ceal'd from me ? 1 
5 + QUEEN. | 
| No, my huſband. There were letters and a 
miniature from the Prince. 


KING, 
From whom? U 
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QUEEN. 
From the Prince, your ſon. 


KING. 
To you ? 
QUEEN, ' 
To me. ) 
KING. 


Letters from my ſon—and you tell me of 
hem? 1 43 


QUEEN. 
Why not, my huſband ? 


KING, 
With this brow of innocence ? 


QUEEN. 


Why ſhould that ſurpriſe you? You cannot 
have forgotten thoſe letters, which the Prince wrote 
to me at St. Germain, with the permiſſion of both 
courts. Whether that permiſſion extended to the 
picture, which he ſent, or whether his own wiſhes 
prompted him to ſuch a ſtep, I know not. If 
'twas a fault, it ſurely was moſt pardonable; for 
then he could not think, twas for his mother. 


| KING. | | 
- (Afide, as he is going away, much irritated.) 
The ſerpent! She's always in the right—Oh, I 
knew it would be thus. 
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QUEEN. 
Following, and taking him by the hand.) What 
is the matter with you? 


PRINCESS ROYAL. 
(Having picked up the mimature, and played with 
it, brings it to the Queen. Look, look, mamma 
How pretty ! 


QUEEN. 
| What! Mine l—{She recogniſes the miniature, 


and remains in ſpeechleſs aftoniſhment ; both look at 
each other, with fixed eyes.) Indeed, Sire, this way 
of trying a wife's heart is great and noble But 1 
ſhould wiſh to aſk one queſtion 


KING. 
It is for me to queſtion you. 


QUEEN. 
Let not my ſuſpicions fall on the innocent. If 
this theft was committed by your order — 


KING. 
It was. 


QUEEN. 
Then have I none to blame, and none to pity— 
No one but you, fince you poſſeſs a wife, on whom 
fuch artifices are thrown away. 
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| _ KING, 

This language is not new to me. But, Ma- 
dam, you cannot a ſecond time deceive me, as you 
did in Aranjuez. That angel purity which fo 
haughtily rejected accuſation—I know it better 
now— 

QUEEN, 

What mean you? 


KING, 


Why did you remove your attendants ?—Only 
to careſs your child ? 


QUEEN. 
My ſovereign, how muſt I underſtand you? 


KING. 


Briefly, then, Madam, and without reſerve— 
Did you ſpeak with no one there ? 


| QUEEN. 
Yes. I ſpoke with Prince Carlos. 


KING, 


You ſpoke with him? Now, then, 'tis mani- 
feſt. Are you fo daring, fo regardleſs of my ho- 
nor ? | 


QUEEN. 
Honor, Sire! Long before King Philip call'd 
me wife, I was King Henry's daughter. I fear 
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that honor was moſt diſregarded, when Caſtile was 
given me as a dowry. | 

" KING. - 

Why did you deny his preſence ? 

QUEEN, 


Becauſe I am not accuſtom'd, Sire, to be inter- 
rogated as a delinquent, in the preſence of your 


, courtiers. I ſhall never deny the truth, when it is 


aſk'd of me with Kindneſs and reſpect But, were 
thoſe the accents of your Majeſty in Aranjuez: 
Are your grandees the tribunal, to which a queen 
muſt anſwer for her private conduct? I granted 
to the Prince the meeting, which he ſo carneſily 


requeſted. I did it, Sire, becauſe I thought it 


right - becauſe I do not-look on cuſtom as a law, 
in actions which arc innocent: and I conccal'd it 
from you, becauſe I wiſh'd not to contend: with 


your Majeſty for this freedom, in preſence of 


your court, 
| KING, 
Madam, you ſpeak boldly. 


QUEEN. 


: And let me add,- becauſe the Prince ſcarce finds 
even in a father's heart that kindneſs—that indul- 


gence, which he deſerves. 


4 KING. 
- Deſerves ! I 


= 
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For, why ſhould I deny it, Sire?—l efteem 
him highly, and love him as a dear relation, who 
once was thought worthy to bear a name till 
dearer. I have not yet learnt, that this alone is a 
ſufficient reaſon to regard him as a ſtranger. If 
your policy can knit together what bonds it chooſes, 
know, that to diſſolve them is a taſk more difficult. 
I will not hate another, at command. And— 
fince I'm forc'd to ſpeak—F will no longer bear 
ſuch dictates, Compulſion ſhall not make me 
diſeſteem thoſe, who deſerve my friendſhip. I may 
be driven to extremes 


KING, 


Elizabeth, you have ſeep me in weak moments; 


and their remembrance now emboldens you. Yon 
glaſs, too, which reflects your beauty, adds to 
that boldneſs. You truſt to the power of thoſe 


charms, which have fo oft ſubdued me. But fear 
the more!—That which has ſeduced me to be 
weak, may hereafter rouſe me to madneſs. 


QUEEN. 
What is my crime ? 


KING. 
(Taking her by the hand. If it be ſo—And is it 


not already If the full, accumulated meaſure of 


your guilt become but a breath heavier—lf I be 
F F 
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deceiv'd—(Lets go her hand.) I can overcome the 
laſt remains of weakneſs. I can, and will. Then 
woe to me, and you, Elizabeth! 


ahh 
What crime have I committed? 


1 KING. 
Then blood may flow—I care not. 


QUEEN. 
Is it come to this? O God! 


KING; 


All Chriſtendom ſhall ſhudder at the deed—I 
ſhall forget myſelf— ſhall regard no uſage—nq 
voice of nature, and no law pf nations 


QUEEN. 
How greatly do I pity you 
| | KING. 
Pity! The pity of a harlot! 


| PRINCESS. 
(Clinging to her mother, with terror.) — The King 
is angry, and my 82 mother weeps. 


KING. 


"wy Poting the child wiolently from the Queen — 
Go, and complain to your father! 
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QUEEN. 


(With IP and dignity, but with a faultering 
voice.)—This child, at leaſt, I muſt ſecure from 
cruelty..-Come with me, my daughter! (She 
takes her in her arms.) If the King no longer will 
acknowledge thee, I. muſt call from beyond the 
Pyrenees protectors for thy helpleſs innocence. 

| (Going. ) 
KING. 


Queen! 


QUEEN. 
I can no longer bear it Tis too much—(Haft- 
ening to the door, ie falls down, with the child, 
pon the threſhold.) 


| KING. | 


(Running to her aff ance. Heavens! Eliza- 
bet 


PRINCESS, 
1 tins out with terror.) She bleeds Oh! my 
mother bleeds | {Runs out.) 


QUEEN. 
Is there no one to lead me from this chamber? 


| KING, 
( Anxioufly occupied in aſſiſting her.) — What a 
dreadful accident! You bleed? Do I deſerve fo 
FF 2 
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ſevere a puniſhment ?—Rife ! collect yourſelf !— 
Riſe! they are coming — they will ſurpriſe us. 
Riſe ! Shall my whole court view ſuch a ſcene ? 
Muſt I intreat you to riſe? (She * herſelf, ap- 


"wn by the King. ) * 


SCENE X. 


The Forxtn. ALva, FrRIA, LERM4A, and 
Dominick, entering. 


KING. 


Let the Queen be conducted to her apartment. 
She is unwell. (Exit Queen attended by Feria and 
Lerma. Alva and Dominick advance, as if uneaſy.) 


„„ | 
The Queen in tears, and blood upon her face !— 


KING. 


Do thoſe devils, who have miſled me, wonder 
at that ? 
ALVA AND DOMINICK. | 


We? 
KING. 


They who have ſaid enough to drive me mad; 
but nothing to convince me. 
— ALVA. 
we e give you, what we 3 poſſeſſed. 


- 
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KING. 
May hell reward you! I have done what I 
repent of.— Was her's the language of a guilty 
conſcience ? Does a criminal bear ſuch a counte- 


nance? 
| MARQUIS. OF POSA. 


[Mulout.) Can l ſee the King? 


SCENE XL 


The ForRMER, Marquis of Posa. 


- KING. 
(Starts up, on hearing the voice of the Marquis, 
and advances to meet him.) Ha! here comes the 
man I want. Welcome, Marquis! Duke, I need 
you no longer; leave us. ¶ Alva and Donunick look 
at each other, with filent aſtoniſi ment.) 


MARQUIS, 


This, Sire, I own, diſappoints my hopes. —In 
the affair which brought me hither, I depended 
on this nobleman's ſupport. (Mit a reſpe&#ful 
bow, to the Duke.) 


KING, 
(Forcibly, to Alva and Dominick.) You know 
my pleaſure. Depart! | 
o | | F Exeunt Alva and Dominick. 
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SCENE XII. 
KING. Marquis of Posa. 


KING. 


You were defirous, Marquis, to amend what 
had done amiſs—I praiſe your good intention. 


MARQUIS. 

Sire, that old general, who in twenty battles 
| has defied death for you, muſt eſteem it hard to 
be — by a youth. 


' KING. 


It becomes you ſo to think, and me to act as 
I have done. You have been more to me in a few 
hours, than he in a whole life. I will not keep my 
ſatisfaction ſecret. The luſtre of my royal favor 
ſhall ſhine full upon you. The man whom I 
baye choſen for my friend, I will ſee envied. 


MARQUIS, 


Would you fo, though merit ſhould be his only 
title ? | 
KING. 


What came you now to tell me? 


MARQUIS. 
Paſſg through the antichamber, a horrid ru- 
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mor ſtruck my ear—it ſeem'd indeed incredible— 
of a diſpute—blood—and the Queen— 


KING. 
Come you from her ? 


MARQUIS. 


*T would ſhock me, if the rumor were not un- 
true; if your Majeſty have done aught—I have 
made diſcoveries of importance, which wholly 


change the face of the affair. 
| KING, 
Ha ! 
MARQUIS. 


I found an opportunity to get at the portfolio of 
the Prince, containing papers, which I hope may 
throw ſome light Ie gives the portfolio of Don 
Carlos to the King.) | 

KING. 


(Looking over it.) —A letter from the Emperor, 
my father How! a letter, of which I do not re- 
member to have ever heard. (After peruſing it, 
he lays is aſide, and continues his ſearch.) The plan 
of a fortification. Detached ſentences from Taci- 
tus—and what is here? I ought to know this hand: 
it is a female's (He reads it attentively.)—** This 
key—the fartheſt apartments of the Queen's pavi- 
lion” —Ha ! what means that? —“ Here the voice 
'* of loye—the—timid lover—a rich reward” In- 
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fernal treachery! Now I ſee it plainly—lt is ſhe 
It is her hand | 


| MARQUIS. 
The Queen's? Impoſſible ! 


| RING. 
The Princeſs Eboli's ! 


MARQUIS. 

Then the page Henarez ſpoke true, who own'd 
to me, not long fince, that he carried this letter 
and a key. | 
KING. 

( Graſving the Marquis's hand, in great emotion.) 
Marquis, I ſee, that I am in dreadful hands. This 
woman—TI own it, Marquis—'Twas this woman 
that broke open the Queen's ſcrutgire, "Twas ſhe 
that gave me my firſt ſuſpicions. | Who knows 


how deeply the monk may be engaged in it? 1 
am deceived by curſed villainy. | 


MARQUIS. 
It was, then, fortunate— 


: 


KING. 


Marquis ! Marquis ! [ _ to fear that I have 
wrong d my wiſe. $3 2h 


MARQUIS. 
If there be a ſecret ondesfianding between the 


I 
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Queen and Prince, 'tis ſurely with far different 
views, than thoſe of which ſhe is accuſed. I have 


certain information, that the Prince's wiſh to go 
to Flanders originated with the Queen. 


KING. 
I ever thought ſo. 


MARQUIS, 


The Queen has ambition. May I fay more ? 
She ſees, with ſome reſentment, her aſpiring hopes 
deceiv'd. She ſees herſelf excluded from a ſhare 
of empire. The Prince's youthful ardor becomes 
a mean of furthering her deep-laid projets. Her 
heart—I doubt if ſhe can love. 


KING. 
I do not dread her ſchemes of policy. 


MARQUIS. 

Whether the Prince loves her—or whether we 

have aught worſe to dread from him—are queſ- 

tions, which deſerve inveſtigation. To this point 
our vigilance muſt be directed. 


KING. 
] entruft that care to you. 
MARQUIS. 


If your Majeſty eſteems me capable of ſuch a 
: G G 
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taſk, I beg, that it may be entruſted to my hands, 
without reſtriction. | 


KING. 
It ſhall be fo. 
MARQUIS. | 
That in the ſteps, which I may think neceſſary, 
I may be thwarted by no coadjutors. 


KING. 

By none. I pledge my word to you. You've 
been my guardian. angel. How many thanks 1 
owe you for this news! (Lerma enters —the King io 
him.) How did you leave the Queen? 


'LERMA. 


Scarce yet recovered from her ſwoon. (He eyes 
the Marquis, doubtfully.) 


KING. 

I will be with her immediately—Let her be in- 
form'd ſo. (Exit Lerma, the Marquis looking after 
him with ſome uneaſineſs.) | 


| MARQUIS, 

Yet one precaution appears needful. The 
Prince may receive ſome warning ; for he has 
many friends — perhaps connections in Ghent 
among the rebels. Fear may lead him to deſperate 
reſolves.— I therefore think, ſome ſpeedy meaſure 
| ſhould be taken, to guard againſt an accident. — 
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| KING. 
You are quite right. But how ? 


MARQUIS. 


Your Majeſty may depoſit in my hands a war- 
rant of arreſt, to be employed, when any danger 


threatens. | 


KING, 
The ſtep is ſomewhat bold doubt if— 


MARQUIS. 
Let it remain a ſecret. 


KING. 
(After ſigning the warrant.) The kingdom is 


at ſtake - preſſing danger will juſtify uncommon 


meaſures. Here, Marquis !--I need not adviſe 
you to be mindful of the Prince's dignity. 


MARQUIS. 
(Receiving the warrant.)—Sire, 'tis only for the 
laſt extremity. - | 
9 9 KING, 
Go! go, my dear Marquis !-Reftore quiet to 
my heart, and ſlumber to my pillow ! [Excunt. 
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SCENE XIII. 
4 Galley. 


Den Cantos, entering in a violent agony: | 
Count Les MA. 


CARLOS. : 
J have beck ſeeking you. 


LERMA.. 
And I your Highnels. 


CARLOS. 
ls it true? In God's name, is it true ? 
LERMA. 
What! 
| CART OS. 

That he pointed a dagger at her—that ſhe was 
carried from his chamber, ſtreaming with blood. — 
By all the ſaints in heaven, anſwer me! What 
muſt I believe ? What ewe is in it? 


| LIRIIA. 
She ſwoon'd, and graz d her ſkin in falling. 
"Twas nothing mote. 


CARLOS. 
Is there no other danger? No other, Count ? 
Anſwer, upon your honour. 
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LERMA. © 
None to the Queen—but more; much more to 
you. ANNA 
_ CARLOS. on 1 A 


None to my mother Heaven be thanked !— 
[ heard a dreadful rumor, that the King ive! 
againſt both child and mother—that ſome 1 83 
tant ſecret was diſcover d— 0 


LERMA.. 
The laſt perhaps i is true. 


CARLOS, 
Is true! What mean you? 


- LERMA. 

Prince, I gave you this day a warning, which 
you deſpiſed. May you profit better of the ſecond. 
CARLOS. | 

How ! wn 

LERMA, 

If I err not, Prince, a few days fince, I 27 
in your hands a portfolio of; azure e yelyet, work” 
with _” * 

CARLOS. 
Tann have ſuch a one. Well? 


1 4 
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LERMA, 
Upon the cover, a portrait ſet with N 
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CARLOS, 
- Right—Go on 
LERMA. 
As I unexpectedly enter'd the King's cabinet, 


methought, I ſaw that ſame portfolio in his hand, 
the * of Poſa ſtanding by 


CARLOS. 


- (Much firuck—after a ſhort pauſe, with warmth.) 


It is not true. 
LERMA. 


(Indignantly.)—Perhaps then I am a traitor. 


CARLOS, 
(Aer hoking 722 15 at him for ſome time. */ 
Yes. Thou art. | 

LERMA, 


Ab, Prince * can Pardon 1 it from y You. 


(Walks up and down in violent agitation—at laſt 
ſtands ſtill before him. )-O man! thou dealeſt in 


a helliſh, trade. How had he injured thee? How 
had the guiltleſs bonds of friendſhip injured thee; 


that with officious zeal thou try'ſt to rend them? 


LERMA. 


Prince, I reſpect the ſorrow, which makes you 


thus unjuſt. SALE 
54 . CARLOS. | 
O God! O God! Preſerve me from ſuſpicion ! 
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LER NIA. | 


1 remember, as I enter'd, ſome words eſcaped 
the King. How many thanks,” faid he, 1 
&« owe you for this news!“ 


| CARLOS. 
Oh! Ceaſe ! Ceaſe ! 


LERMA. 


The Duke of Alva, too, they ſay, is fallen. 
The great ſeal is taken from Ruy Gomez, and 
given to the Marquis, | 


CARLOS, 
(Muſing.)—And be conceal'd it from me! Why 
from me? | 
LERMA. 


The whole court gaze on him with admiration, 
as an all-pow'rful miniſter, a favorite of un- 
bounded influence, 


CARLOS, 


He lov'd me—greatly lov'd me. I was dear to 
him as his own ſoul. Oh! That I know—Of 
that I have had proof indubitable—But ſhall the 
happineſs of Millions yield to One ? Shall not his 
country outweigh the fate of Carlos? He has made 
of me a ſacrifice to virtue. And ſhall I murmur ? 
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| — Now, now, then, it is certain, Now I have 
for eyer loſt him. 


LERMA. 
My deareſt Prince, Can I not ſerve you? 
CARLOS. 


Go to the King! Go you, too, and. betray me. 
I have nothing now to give. 


LERMA. 
What! Mean you to abide the conſequences 
of this event? 


CARLOS. 
Oh! I have loſt him—then am I poor indeed! 


' 


LERMA. 


Prince, will you not conſider of the means of 
ſafety ? „ 
Jo CARLOS. 
Safety !—Alas, good man! 


LERMA. 
And do you fear for no one elſe:? 


CARLOS, 


Heavens! Wherefore call that to my remem- 
brance !—My mother !—The letter which I gave 
him — which I at firſt refuſed, and after gave 
him! How could ſhe deſerve it of him? He 
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eye ſpared her. Lerma, ſhould he not? 
vill ſee her will warn her of her danger. 
Lerma, my dear Lerma! Whom can I ſend 
to her? Are there no means—Quick ! Call the 
Marquis ! . 


LE RMA. 
Call whom ? ney 
1 CARLOS. 
Oh! G0od!— 
| LERMA. 


And the King is ſtill with her. 


CARLOS, | 
Have I then no friend? No friend at all? 
Ha! God be praiſed! Still one—one friend re- 
mains—and I haye nothing now to loſe. 


[Exit haſtily. 
LERMA. | 
(Following and calling after him Prince! whi- 
ther go you ? | | ” | Exit. 


SCENE XIV. 
The Princeſs of Eboli's apartment. 


Princeſs of EBOL I. Dowixick, entering. 
DOMINICK, 
Have you heard, Princeſs ? 
EBOLI, 


Heard what? Your looks affright me, confeſſor. 
HH 


— < — — — — — 
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DOMINICK. 
The new miniſter, that we have. 


EBOLI. 
How ! are theſe tidings true, which fill with 
wonder the whole court ? 
DOMINICK. 


And you will have your ſhare in them—much 
good attend you ! Your ſway has laſted but a 
night. 


SCENE XV. 


The FORMER. Duke of ALva, entering. 


ALVA. | 
I am ready to pierce my heart with rage. Twas 
I myſelf, who brought him to the King. 


DOMINICK. 
No one could have thought it. 


| ALVA. 

So much the worſe! The man ſo vers'd in arti- 
fice, as to lull you and me to ſleep, can do much 
DOMINICK, 

We are no longer needed,” an heard 
thoſe words ? 
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EBOLI. 


How could it happen ?—So ſuddenly !—I can- 
not comprehend it. 


ALVA. 
What would I now give for an enemy ſuch as 
the Prince! | 
DOMINICK. 


Well faid, by Heaven! I underſtand you—you 
read my very thoughts, Toledo. 


ALvA. 
ſay, at bottom he is good. 


DOMINICK. 
And ſo fay J. J 
ALVA. 
And worthy of a better fate. 
DOMINICK. 
I have long thought ſo. 


ALVA. 
Come with me, conſeſſor! 


DOMINICK. 
Whither ? What mean you? 


ALVA.“ 
To annihilate my own projects, begin ancw, and 
oring them once more to maturity. [ Exit. 


HHZ 
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DOMINICK. 
And you Princeſs! Are you filent ? 


EBOLI, 
Do what ſeems good to you. I can never be his 
friend. (Dominick follows the Dube. lmmediately 
afterwards Carlos enters at the oppoſite anor.) 


SCENE XVI. 


Princeſs of EROII. Don CarLos, 


"CARLOS. 

(To the Princeſs, who tarts on ſeeing him.) — Bo 

not affrighted Princeſs ! I ſhall be mild and harm- 
leſs as an infant. | 


EBOLI. 
Prince! This ſurpriſe 


. CARLOS. 
Are you ſtill offended ? fill ? 


© EBOLI. 

Prince | 

CARLOS, 

Are you {till offended? I beſeech you, tell 
me ! | 0 * 


* 
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EBOLI. 


What can this megn ? You ſeem, Prince, to ſor- 
get—What wquld you with me ? 


CARLOS. 
(Graſpmg her hand.)—Dear maiden ! Canſt thou 
hate eternally? Does injured love ne er pardon 2 


EBOLI. 
(Endeavouring to diſengage herſelf. )—Of what 
would you remind me, Prince? 


CARLOS. 
Of thy awn gaadneſs and my ingratitude—ah ! 
I know it well. Much have I injured thee, dear 
maiden—have tortured thy ſoft heart, and from 
thy angel eyes drawn precious tears.—And now 
alas ! 'tis not repentance leads me hither. 


EBOLI, 
Prince, leave me !—l—— 


CARLOS. 

I cqme, becauſe thou art a ſoft and tender 
maiden ; becauſe I truſted to thy ſpotleſs ſoul, 
Think, deareſt maiden, think, I have no friend— 
no friend in all this world but thee ! Thou who 
waſt once ſo kind—thou canſt not always hate me, 
thy diſpleaſure is ſurely not eternal! 
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EBOLI.. 
(Turning away her face n ! for God's 
fake . Prince. "i | 
CARLOS, 


Let me remind thee of thoſe precious days—Let 
me remind thee of thy love thy love, ſweet maiden, 
which I ſo unworthily offended. Let me once 
more appear to thee, as I was wont—as the fond 
viſions of thy heart had pictured me. Yet once 
again—once only—place my image, as it was then, 
before thy ſoul, and offer to this idol a facrifice, 
thou canſt not make to me. 
ini 1 W 
Oh ! Carlos! (hook eryelly you play with my 
feelings ! ö want” 1245 anna 4 
| * CARLOS, (it 1 11 | 
Be nobler than thy (ex ! Forgive an inſult Do, 
what no woman e'er has done before thee ; and 
what no woman e'er will equal. I afk of thee an 
unexampled favor. Grant me—upon my knees ! 


„6 w + Sas 
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SCENE XVII. 


The FoxMer. Marguis of Posa ruſhing in, follow'd 
by two OrFicers of the King's Guard. 


MARQUIS. 

(Breathleſs and agitated, fepping between Carlos 
and the Princeſs. ) — W hat has he confeſs'd ? Believe 
him not ! 

CARLOS, 


Slill on his knees, with a more Jolemn bei 7 
all that's ſacred!— 


MARQUIS. 
( Interrupting him with vekemence. He raves 
he raves. Why will you liſten to a madman ? 
CARLOS. 
(More loud and urgent, it is a 3 of life 
and death. Conduct me to her! 


MARQUS. 
(Pulling the Princeſs violently ,ατa. Lou die, 
= you but liſten to him. ¶ Le 19774 of, the Officers.) 
Count Cordua—in the King's name—(/howmeg the 
warrant.) there is your priſoner. (Carlos fands as 
if thunderftruck. The, Princeſs: u{ters a ſariek of 
terror. A long and deep filence. The Marquis, 
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trembling violently, and ſcarce able to ſpeak—to- the 
Prince.) I requeſt your Highneſs' ſword —— Prin - 
ceſs Eboli you muſt remain; and (To the Officer | 
let no one ſpeak to the Prince—no one—nor ſpſe 
yourſelf, on peril of your life! (He whiſpers «2 /c.v 
words to one of the Officers —then turning to the other.) 
I ſhall inſtantly haſten to the Monarch, and render 
an account to him To Carlos. — And to yourſelf, 
Prince. Expect me in an hour. 

(Carlos fuffers himſelf to be led away, without mani- 
fefting any ſigns of conſciouſneſs, except that in paſſing 
he cafts a languid, dying look on the Marquis. The 
Princeſs endeavours to eſcape, but the Marquis pulls 
her back by the arm.) 


SCENE XVIIL 


Princeſs of Ezo1.1. Marquis of Pos A. 


EB0LI. | 
For Heaven's ſake, let me leave this place. 


MARQUIS. 


(Reftraining her — with a terrible A J 
Wretch | What faid he to thee ? 


| EBOLI. 
Nothing, Nothing at allet me 
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 MARQUIS. 
What haſt thou learnt ? There is no way 
to eſcape—Thou ſhalt not tell it in this world 
again. 
 EBOLI, 
Great God! What mean you? Would you 
murder me ? 


; MARQUIS, 
(Drawing a dagger. Les; that is my reſolve. 
Be ſhort. 
| Boll. 


O heav'nly mercy ! what crime have I com- 
mitted ? 
| MARQUIS, 

Pointing his dagger at her breaſt.)—lIt yet is 
time. As yet, the fatal ſecret has not paſs'd 
her lips. Deſtroy her, and 'twill ſtill remain 
unknown.—A woman's life againſt the deſtiny 
of Spain! This blow, O God! I'll juſtify before 
thy judgment ſeat, 


EBOLI. | 

(Having funk down beſide im.) Why do you 
hefitate ? I implore no mercy—no. I have de- 
ſerved to die, and I am ready—— 


MARQUIS. 


(Lets his hand fall gradually—after fame reflec- 
I 1 
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tion.)—'Twould be as cowardly as barbarous.— 
No! no! God be prais d! There is another way. 


(Drops the dagger, and hurries away. The Princeſs 
rufhes through another door ) 


SCENE XIX. 


An apartment of the Queen's. 


QUEEN. 


(To the Counteſs of Fuentes.) What a tumult in 
the palace ! Every noiſe to-day alarms me. Go, 
Counteſs, ſee what it means, and haſten back to 


tell me! (The Counteſs goes—at the ſame moment 
"the Princeſs of Eboli enters.) 


SCENE XX. 


The Quzexn. Princeſs of E0L1, 


EBOLI. 


1 Breathleſs, pale, and wild—fhe falls on her "IO 


before the Queen. N help! O Qucen! He's 
ſeiz'd— 


QUEEN. 
Who ? 


EBOLI. 


The Marquis of Poſa, in the King's name, ar- 
reſted him. 
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QUEEN. 
Arreſted whom ? 
EBOLI. 
The Prince. 
QUEEN. 
Thou art mad. 
EBOLI. 


This moment, they are leading him away. 


QUEEN. 
And who arreſted him ? 


EBOLI. 
The Marquis. 
QUEEN. 
Heaven be prais'd, that twas ti Marquis 


EBOLI. 


What! are you ſtill unmov'd and calm? O Hea- 
yens! you do not apprehend—you do not know— 


QUEEN. 
True! I know not the cauſe of his arreſt.— 
Doubtleſs it was ſome error, to which his youth» 
ful raſhneſs urged him. 


EBOLI, 
No! no! I know it better. No, O Queen! 
| It was a curſed deed—there is no chance of par- 
don—he muſt die ! | 


I12 
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QUEEN, 
Muſt die ! 

EBOLI. 
And it is I that murder him. 


QUEEN. 
Muſt die! Thou raveſt. Think what thou art 
ſaying ! 
EBOLI. 


And wherefore—wherefore dies he !—Oh, had 
I known that it would come to this ! 


QUEEN. 

( Afedionately, taking her by the hand.) —Princeſs, 
your ſenſes are diſtracted, Collect your trembling 
ſpirits; and tell me calmly—not in thoſe horrid 
images, which fright my inmoſt ſoul—tell me what 
know you ? what has happen'd ? 


EBOLI. 


Oh! ſhow not to me this heavenly condeſcen- 
ſion! This kindneſs, Queen, tortures my conſci- 


ence like the flame of hell. I am unworthy to lift 


P my eyes toward ſuch radiant purity. Oh, cruſh 
the wretch, who agoniſed by ſhame, remorſe, and 
ſelf-reproach, writhes at your feet! 


QUEEN. . 
Unhappy woman! What have you to conſeſs to 
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EBOLI. 


Angel of light! ſweet faint ! you do not know 
the demon, on whom you've ſmiled with ſo much 
lovelineſs.— Learn, then, 'twas I—I was the 
thief, that robb'd you. 


QUEEN; 


You | 
EBOLL. 


And gave the King thoſe letters. 


| QUEEN. 
Tou! 
EBOLI. 
And dared accuſe you.— 
QUEEN. 


You ! You could do this ? 


EBOLI. 
| Revenge—love—madneſs—I hated you, and 
loved the Prince, | 


QUEEN. 
And did you this, becauſe you loved him ? 


EBOLI. 


Becauſe I had confeſsd to him my love, and met 
with no return. 
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QUEEN, 
Now it is all unravell'd,—Riſe !—You loved 
him already have forgiven you—l have for- 
gotten all—Riſe! (Holding out her hand to the 


Princeſs.) 


EBOLI. 


tern confeiion in an 1 
will not riſe, great Queen, till 


QUEEN, 
What have I yet to hear? Speak, — 


EBOLI, 
The King !—Seduction !—Oh ! you turn away. 
I read abhorrence in your looks. — The crime with 
which 1 charged you—l myſelf was guilty of that 
crime. 
(She ſinks on the ground and covers her face. The 
Queen withdraws in o her cabinet. After ſome time 
the Ducheſs of Olivarez comes out of the cabinet, and 
finds the Princeſs in the ſame poſture, At the noiſe of 
her approach, the latter ſtarts up.) 
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SCENE XXI. 


Princeſs of Ezxoit. Ducheſs of OLtvares, 


EBOLI. 
O heavens! She has left me. I am yndone! 


OLIVAREZ. 
Princeſs Eboli—— 


BOL. 
I know your buſineſs, Ducheſs. You come hi- 


ther from the Queen, to let me know my ſen- 
tence—Be quick—— 


OLIVAREZ. 


I am commanded by her Majefty, to take your 
croſs and key. 


EBOLI. 
(Takes from her breaſt a golden croſs, and delivers 
it, with the key, to the Ducheſs, )—May I not once 
more kiſs the hand of the beſt of queens ? 


OLIVAREZ. 


In the convent of St. Mary, you will r 
what fate awaits you. 


248 DON CARLOS. 


EBOLT. 

(With a food of tears. )—Shall J never ſee the 
Queen again ? 

5 OLIVAREZ. 


(Embraces her turning away her face. Fare- 
well! (She departs haſtily. The Princeſs follows 
her to the door of the cabinet, which is locked as 
foon as the Ducheſs has entered. The Princeſs cafts 
herſelf on her knees. before the door, and after remain- 
ing fome time filent and motionleſs, riſes, and haſtens 


away.) 


SCENE XXII. 


The Quan and the Ducheſs of Otnvarez coming 
from the ca r 


QUEEN. 
Is ſhe gone ? 


OLIVAREZ. 
| She is —and in deſpair. Her fate is dreadful! 


| QUEEN. 

Where can the Counteſs of Fuentes be de- 
| tain'd ? She ought to bring me information— 
(.4 Page enters, and ſpeaks to the Ducheſs, who 
turns to the Queen.) 
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OLIVAREZ. 


The Duke of Alva, and the Confeſſor Domi- 
nick, may it pleaſe your Majeſty. 


QUEEN. 
Dominick, and the Duke of Alva! 


OLIVAREZ. 


They beg the gracious favor of two moments 
audience 


QUEEN, 


What can it be? Conduct them to me. ¶ Exit 
Page. The Ducheſs withdraws into the cabinet.) 


SCENE XXIII. 


The Gu EN. ALVA. Dominicx, 
ALvA. | 
If we may be permitted, gracious Queen 


QUEEN. 
What is your requeſt ? 


DOMINICK. 


An anxious concern for your Majeſty's illuſtri- 
ous perſon will not permit us to be filent on an 
event, which threatens your ſecurity. - 

| K K 
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a ALVA. 


We haſten, by our timely warning, to counter- 
act a plot that's laid * vou 


DOMINICK. 
And to offer you our r warmeſt zeal and ſervice. 


QUEEN. 

Moſt reverend Sir, and you, moſt 3 Duke 
indeed you much ſurpriſe me. I had not ex- 
pected from Dominick and the Duke of Alva 
ſach attachment—But I know how to value it 
Lou ſay there is a plot, which - threatens me. 
May I aſk, who 


ALVA. 3 

We beſeech you, be on your guard againſt the 

Marquis Poſa, who has of late been ſecretly em- 
ploy'd by our royal Sovereign. 0 


QUEEN: 

Fhear with pleaſure, that the King has made ſo 
good a choice. The Marquis has long been 
known to me, as a man of worth and talents. The 
royal favor cannot be beſtow'd more juſtly. 


43 ' DOMINICK. * 
We have £900 reaſon to think hana 
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ALVA. 
'Tis well known, in what ſervices this man has 
been employ'd. | 
| QUEEN. 


Ha! What mean you? You put my _ 
tation on the rack. 


DOMINICK. 


Is it long fince your Majeſty has examined 
your ſcrutoire ? 


- QUEEN. 
Why ?— 


DOMINICK, 
And have you miſs'd nothing of value? 


QUEEN. 

, "Wherefore? What I have miſs'd, is known to 

my whole court—But what of the Marquis Pola ? 
What relation has this to him? 


: ALVA. 

A very near one, Madam. — The Prince, too, 
loſt ſome papers of importance, which were ſeen 
in the King's hands this morning, aſter the Mar- 
quis had had a private audience. His Highneſs 1s 
juſt now arreſted, and 25 — is 2 
miniſter. 0 

K K 2 


232 DON CARLOS 


QUEEN. 

Your news is ſtrange indeed !—Inexplicable! — 
To find an enemy, where I ne'er thought of one— 
and, on the other hand, two friends, whom I knew 
not that I poſſeſs'd! I own, indeed, that I 
was tempted to impute to you certain kind offices, 
which have been done me in the favor of my 


huſband, 
WF: ALVA, 
To us? 
QUEEN, 
To you. 
DOMINICK. 


__ 


To us, Duke of Alva ! 


QUEEN. 


Tis the more pleafing to me, ſo ſoon to find my 

error — I had determined to intreat his Majeſty, 

this very day, to name my accuſer—and now it 
will be better. I can avail myſelf of Duke Alva's 


| teſtimony. 
' ALVA. 
| Of mine? You would not, ſure, do that? 


\ 


ne QUEEN. 
And wherefore no# * 


DOMINICKE. 


To counteract the ſervice, which we might dg 
you ſecretly ? 


QUEEN, 


Secretly! (With dignified pride.)—l wiſh to 
know, Duke Alva, what ſecret projects your ſo- 
vereign's conſort can have to form with you ?—Or 
what, with you, moſt reverend prieſt ? —Think 
you, that I am innocent, or guilty ? 


ALVA. 
But ſhould the King be not impartial— 


QUEEN. 


Then I muſt wait till he becomes ſo. Happy 
they, whoſe conſciences may boldly look for juſ- 
tice! (She curtfies. They withdraw.) 


SCENE XXIV. 


The Queen. Marquis of Pos. 


QUEEN. 
Ah, Marquis! At laſt you're come I'm 
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h MARQUIS. 
lit countenance appears diſturbed, and ef a 
deadly paleneſo his voice faulters, and his whole 
manner is expreſſive of deep, and violent emotion. )— 
Is your Majeſty alone? Can no one in 1 the next 
chamber overhear us? 


QUEEN... 

No perſon- Why? What have you to com- 
municate? (Ob/erving. him more attenttvely, ſhe 
Haris with terror.) And what has wrought this 
change in you? Speak, Marquis !—You make 
me tremble—all your features ſcem mark d with 
death. | 

'MARQUIS. 

You know perhaps Ly. 


' QUEEN. 
That Carlos i 18 arrefied—and, they add, by you— 


Is it then true? I would believe it from no one, 
but yourſelf. 


 MARQUIS. 
It is true. 
| QUEEN. 
By you ?. AAo | * 


'MARQUIS. | 12 Aab. ft 
By me. 
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| QUEEN. 
(After looking at him for ſome minutes donb1fully.)} 
I reſpect your actions, even though I compre- 
hend them not—But this once—pardon a timid 


woman — I much fear, you play a dangerous 
Same. | 


MARQUIS. 
And I have loſt it. 
QUEEN. 
Merciful God! 
MARQUIS. 


| Fear not, Queen. He yet is ſafe; but I myſelf 
am loſt. 


My QUEEN. 
Oh, Heavens! What am I to hear? 


MARQUIS. 


Who bade me hazard all upon one doubtful 
throw? Who bade me with fo raſh a confidence 
defy the power of fate? It is not for a mortal 
hand to guide the helm of chance. Oh, the de- 
cree is juſt But wherefore ſpeak I of myſelf? 
The time 1s precious. Even now, perhaps, the 


inexorable judge counts the laſt moments of my 
life. | | 


QUEEN. 
The inexorable judge!—And with a tone ſo ſo- 


| 
| 
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lemn ! — Marquis, I do not comprehend theſe 
words—but they affright me. 


MARQUIS. 

He is ſaved. No matter at what price! He is 

ſaved; but only for a day, for a few hours—They 

have coſt me dear; let him be ſparing of them. 
He muſt, this very night, fly from Madrid. 


QUEEN. 

This night ? 

| MARQUIS. 

All is prepared. Horſes await him at the Car- 
thuſian convent—that convent, which ſo long has 
ſerved as an aſylum to our friendſhip!—In theſe 
bills 1s all, that fortune has beſtow'd on me. 


Should more be wanting, you can ſupply it. In- 
deed my heart has much, much to unburthen to 


its Carlos; but time perhaps may fail me Lou 


will ſee him this evening; therefore I addreſs my- 
ſelf to you. + © 
| QUEEN. 
For Heaven's ſake, Marquis, explain yourſelf 
more clearly—Speak not in theſe myſterious words. 
Say! What has happen'd? 


MARQUIS. 
I have yet one thing to communicate to him. 


In your hands I depoſit it. —My lot was ſuch as 


few poſſeſs. I loved a monarch's ſon. In that 
795 
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one object my heart embraced the world. I 
torin'd in Carlos' foul a paradiſe for millions. O 
lovely thought! But it has pleas'd eternal Wiſ- 
dom to call me from my beautcous work—Ro- 
drigo ſoon will be no more: and all the rights of 
friendſhip will be transferr'd to love. Here, there- 
fore, here, upon this holy altar, upon the heart of 
his dear ſovereign, do I place my laſt bequeſt. 
Here let him find it, when I am no more. (He 
turns away—his voice choaked with grief. 


QUEEN. 
'Theſe are the accents of a dying man- They 
ſurely flow only from agitated feelings Let, if 
they have indeed a meaning x 


MARQUIS. 


(Having endeavoured to collect himſelf, continues in 
a firmer tone. )—Oh ! tell him to be mindful of 
the oath, which in our young enthuſiaſtic days we 
ſwore, when on the high altar we broke betwixt us 
the conſecrated wafer. I have accompliſh'd mine, 
have remain'd faithful, even to death—Let him 
remember his 


QUEEN. 
To death! 


MARQUIS, 


O bid him realiſe the viſion the glowing viſion 
L L 
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which friendſhip pictur'd of a perfect ſiate. Bid 
lam with a daring hand eſſay to ſculpture the yet 
unſhapen marble. Bid him attempt it, though he 


| fail—Por centuries ſhall paſs, ere Providence again 
will ſcat upon a throne a prince like him—will 


animate again a favor'd fon with ſuch a godlike 
ſpirit. Bid him, in manhood, cheriſh thoſe virtuous 


dreams of youth. Let not the canker of boaſted 
policy corrode the bloſſom of this heavenly flower; 
nor let the wiſdom of the duſt contend againſt the 
inſpiration of the Almighty. 


QUEEN. 
How, Marquis! Whither tend theſe words ?— 


MARQUIS. 
Tell him, that I lay upon his ſoul the happineſs 


of millions; that dying, I demand it of him—and 


I am well entitled to demand it. I might have 


| riſen like the god of day, and beam'd new morn- 


ing light upon this empire. Philip had open'd to 
me all his heart—He call'd me fon. He bade me 
bear his ſcal—and Alva's power was no more. 
(He flops, and looks for a few moments at the 


Queen, in filence.) You weep—Oh! theſe are 


tears of joy But it is paſt; the glorious proſpect's 
paſt. I yielded it to Carlos. Sudden and awful 
was the reſolution. One of us mult periſh; and 
I will be that one. Scek to know no more. 
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QUEEN. 


Now, now at laſt I comprehend you—Unhappy 
man ! what have you done ? 


MARQUIS. 


I have purchaſed a bright ſummer's day, at the 
expence of two ſhort evening hours. I have given 
up the King; for how could he e'er ſuit my wide- 
extended views? His boſom is a hard unyielding 
ſoil, in which no roſe will bloom To cultivate it, 
were a childiſh labour, beneath the dignity of 
man. Why ſhould I facrifice the hopes of a Jux- - 
uriant ſpring, only to kindle in a northern ſky a 
few faint, wint'ry ſunbeams? Why endanger the 
freedom of whole centuries, only to ſoften the ex- 
piring ſtruggles of an exhauſted tyrant? O vain 
and miſerable project! I diſclaim it. On my 
great friend hang 'all. the hopes of Europe. To 
him do I entruſt the fate of Spain, ſtill bleeding 
beneath the iron ſway of Philip. But, woe! woe 
both to me, and Carlos, if he neglect this duty ! 
Woe to us both, if I have choſen wrong If 
I've oppoſed the will of Providence, in yielding to 
him the throne—If—— ' | 


QUEEN. 
Oh, Marquis, ſay no more! That which you 
dread, will never happen. I know your friend. 


[ anſwer for his virtue. 
LE 


{I 
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MARQUIS, 

This, this it was, which lay ſo heavy on my 
heart. No, no, it will not happen. You are the 
pledge, Queen, that it will not—( After a parſe. ) 
I faw his luckleſs paſſion grow—ſaw it take root in 
his young heart. Then might I have overthrown 
it; but I would not. 1 nouriſh'd it for high and 
noble purpoſes. The world may cenſure me ; but 
I repent not. I perceiv'd life, where others ſaw 
but death; and in this dark and lurid flame 1 
carly recogniſed a golden beam of hope. I thought, 
that virtue would quickly ripen, in the fav'ring 
clime of love; and that the royal fruit, which 
ages cultivate in vain, would here attain at once 
perfection. — But when 1 wifh'd to elevate his 
foul to the ſublimeſt feelings, mortality ſupplied 
no picture of them, language no words—then 
'twas, that I appeal'd to love. | 


QUEEN. 


Marquis, fo who!ly was your mind intent upon 
your friend, that you forgot to think of me. Did 
vou imagine that J was more than woman, when 
you thus made me his protecting angel, and gave 
him virtue as his only weapon? You reflected 
not, how much the heart's endanger'd, by enno- 
bling paſſion with a name ſo beautcous. 


MARQUIS, 
Yes, in all other women—but in one, one only 
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nis not ſo. What! Bluſh you to indulge the 


pure defire of kindling virtue in another's breaſt? 
Shall not the painter gaze with rapturous admira- 
tion on the ſublime productions of his art? Or 
does the dulcet harmony, which ſlumbers in the 


lute, belong but to its cold unmoved pofleffor, 
who knows not to awake its filver tones, and melt 
at the ſweet magic of the ſong? Truth is created 


for the ſage, as lovelineſs is for a feeling heart. 
vou were created for cach other. This belief no 
coward prejudice ſhall make me e'er diſclaim. 
Promite me, Queen, that you will ever love him— 
that no falſe ſhame, or fancied dignity, ſhall make 
you ſtoop to baſe diffimulation— that you will 
love him with unwavering faith for ever! Queen, 
do you make this ſolemn promiſe ? 


QUEEN. 


I promiſe you, that my heart alone ſhall ever be 
the judge of my affection. 


MARQUIS. 
Now I dic ſatisfied My work is done. (He 
bows to the Queen, and is going.) 


QUEEN, 

( Following him with her eyes.)—You are then 
going. Marquis—and have not told me, when— 
how ſoon—we ſhall meet again? 

I 
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MARQUIS, 


(Returns, but without looking at the Queen us 
Yes—we ſhall ſurely meet again. 


QUEEN. 


I underſtand you, Poſa Why have you done 
this ? 


MARQUIS. 
It muſt have been he, or I. 


QUEEN. 

No! No! You have ruſh'd headlong into this 
deed, which you believe ſublime. Do not deceive ' 
yourſelf. I know you well. You have long 
thirſted for it—You care not, though a thouſand 
hearts ſhould break, ſo that your haughty pride be 


gratified. Oh! now at length I underſtand your 


feelings. It is the love of admiration which in- 


flames you, 


MARQUIS. 
(Aide. No! I was not prepared for this ! 


QUEEN. 
Marquis! Are there no means of preſerva- 
tion ? 


MARQUIS, 
None. 
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QUEEN. 


None! O confider well! None poſſible ? 
Not even by me ? 


MARQUIS. * 
Not even by you. 


QUEEN, 


Not even if I dared commit a crime—You know 
me yet but half—Marquis, I have reſolution. 


MARQUIS. 
I know it well. 


QUEEN, 
—And are there none ?—No means of preſer- 
vation ? 
MARQUIS. 
There are none. 


QUEEN, 
(Turning away, and covering her face.)—Go |— 
Never more ſhall I reſpec a man 


MARQUIS. 
(Caſts himſelf on his knees before her, in violent 
emotion, )—Queen !—O God Life ſtill is lovely! 
(He flarts up, and ruſhes out. The Queen retires © 


into her cabinet.) 
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SCENE XXV. 
The Kixe's Antichamber. 


The Duke of Alva, and Douixick, walking up 
and down ſeparately, and in ſilence. Count 
LxRMA comes out of the King's cabinet. 


LERMA. 
Has not the Marquis yet appear'd ? 


ALVA. 


Not yet. (As Lerma is about to return, Don 
Raimond of Taxis enters.) 


: TAXIS. 
| Count Lerma, announce me to the King. 


LERMA. 
His Majeſty fees no one. 


TAXIS. 
Say, that J muſt ſee him. My buſineſs is of 
the laſt importance. Haſten! It will admit of 
no delay. (Exit Lerma into the cabinet.) 
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ALVA, 


Dear Taxis, you muſt accuſtom yourſelt to pa- 


tience. You will not ſee the King 


TAXIS. 
Not ſee him! Wherefore ? 


ALVA. 


Becauſe you have neglected to obtain permiſſion 
from the Marquis of Poſa, who keeps both ſon 
and father pritoners. 


TAXIS. 


Pola! Why, it is he, from whoſe hands I re- 
ceiv'd this letter 


ALVA. 
Letter! What letter ? 


TAXIS. 


A And who requeſted me, to forward it to Brul- 
ſels. 


ALVA. 
(Hitl eagerneſf.— To Bruſlels! 


TAXIS, 
AI come to lay it before the Kin 


| ALVA. | 
To Bruſſels! Did you hear, Dominick? To 
Bruſſels, 


M M 
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DOMINICK. 
: ( Advancing toward them.) That is indeed ſuſ- 


picious. 


TAXIS. 


And the anxiety, the embarraſſment, with which 
he ecommended it to me 


DOMINICK. 
Anxiety! Ha! 


ALVA. 
To whom is it directed ? 


TAXIS. 
To the Prince of Orange and Naſſau. 


ALVA. 
To William ?—This is treaſon, Dominick. 


DOMINICEK. - 


It can be nothing elſe.— O, yes, indeed, this 
letter muſt be immediately deliver'd to the King. 
How great is your merit, worthy man, in this firm 
attachment to your ſovereign! 5 


TAXIS. 
Moſt reverend _ 1 on] y did my Foo: 


ALVA. 
You did well. | 
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LERMA. 
(Coming out of the cabinet, addreſſes Taxis. )— 
The King defires to fee you. {Taxis goes in.) BB 
not the Marquis here ? 


DOMINICK, 
They have ſought every where for him. 


LERMA, 
That's ſtrange indeed ! 


ALVA. 

Quite unexampled !—The Prince is a ſtate pri- 

ſoner, and the King knows not the reaſon of his 
arreſt. | 


DOMINICXK. 


The Marquis has not even been here, to give 
him an account. 


| ALVA, 
What ſays the King of it? 


LERMA. 
Not a word. {A violent outcry is heard in the ca- 
binet.) 


ALVA. 
Hark! What noiſe was that ? 
MM4 


— — * 
= — —— — — — — — ——— En 


268 DON CARLOS. 


TAXIS. 
{Coming out of the cabinet.) — Count Lerma ! 
(They both go m.) 
| ALVA. 


(To Dominick.) - What can they be engaged 
on ? 


DOMINICK. 


With that cry of terror !—If the intercepted 
letter Duke, I ſuſpect ſome ill. 


ALVA. 


He ſends for Lerma !—And yet he cannot but 
know, that we are here— 


DOMINICK., 
Our times are paſt. 


ALVA. 


What! Am I not ſtill the (ame man, to whom 
all theſe doors flew open? How changed 1s every 
thing about me How ſtrange !— 


DOMINICK, 


| . , (Goes ſoftly to the door of the cabinet, and re- 


mains there liſtening. )—Hulh ! 


ALVA. 

All is as ſtill as death. Scarce can we hear them 
breathe. {A pauſe.) Away! Some one is com- 
ing. 

4 
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DOMINICE. 


Leaving the door.) —Methinks, in this awful 
moment, ſome mighty queſtion 1s decided. 


SCENE XXVI. 


The Former, Prince of PaRMA, Dukes of FERI 
and MEDINA S1DONTA, and ſeveral other GRAx- 
DEES. 


PARMA. 
Can we ſee the King? 


ALVA. 
No. 
| PARMA. 
No! Who is with him ? 


FERIA. 
The Marquis of Poſa, without doubt. 


ALVA. 
He is juſt now expected. 


PARMA. 


We are this moment arrived from Saragoſſa. 
Terror prevails through all Madrid, Is it then 
- 4 ; elo 1 
© WG  DOMINICK, 

Alas! too true? 5 


1 
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FERIA, | 
Is it true ? Is he then arreſted by the Marquis ? 


ALVA, 
It is ſo. 
| PARMA. 
Wherefore ? What has happened ? 


ALVA. 


Wherefore! That no man knows, except his 
Majeſty and the Marquis of Poſa. 


PARMA. 


Without the conſent of the * Cortes of his king- 
dom 
FERIA. 
Woe to him, who has had a ſhare in this viola» 
tion of the laws ! 
ALVA. 
Woe to him, ſay I! 


MEDINA SIDONIA. 
And I, 
+ Yho reft of the GRAnNDEBs. 
And all of us. 


2A general diet of the ſtates of the kingdom, originally conſiſt- 
ing of the nobility, clergy, and deputies /procuradores) of the towns, 
and convened for the purpoſe of deliberation, in extraordinary 
emergencies. Since the time of Philip III. ** have almoſt NOTE 
Allen into diſuſe. T. 


ALVA. 


Who will follow me into the cabinet? 160 to 
throw myſelf at the King's feet. 


LERMA. 
7 Coming haſtily from the cabinel. Duke Alva 


DO MINI. 
At laſt! Heaven be prais'd! (Alva goes in.) 


LERMA.' 
In great emotion. If the Marquis comes, the 
King is not alone; he'll ſend for him. | 


DOMINICK. 
(To Lerma, around whom the Grandees collect to- 
_ gether. )—Count, what has happen'd? Lou are as 


pale as a corle. 
LERMA, 


Infernal villainy ! 


DOMINICK. 
Villainy ! What is it? 


PARMA, FERIA, axv MEDINA SIDONIA 
All together.) What? What is it? 


LERMA. 
The King ſhed tears. 


DOMINICK, 


Tears 
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ALL. 
Fhe King ſhed tears! The cabinct bell rings. 
{Lerma goes in. | | 
DOMINICK. 


Haſtening after, and endeavoring to delain him.)— 
Count, one word more. He is gone—and we 
Rand here, chain'd to the fpot with apprehenſion. 


SCENE XXVII. 


Princeſs of EBour. Feria. MepDina Sipoxla. 
Parma. Dowinick. GRAN DEES. 


© EBOLI. 

(Rufhmg in with extreme agitation. )— Where is 
the King? Where ?—] muſt ſpeak to him. (7. 
Feria.) Conduct me to him, Dake. 


FERIA. 

The King is employ'd on mol! important buſi- 
neſs. No one can be admitted. 

| EBOLI. 

What? Even now perhaps he ſigns the fatal 
fentence ! He is deceiv'd. 1] will give him proots, 
that he's decerv'd. | 
DOMINICK. 

Princeſs Eboli ! 


DON CARLOS. a7? 


EBOLI. 
Are you there, prieſt? Come with me | I have 
need of you, to confirm my teſtimony. (Takmg 
hum by the hand, and hurrying him toward the cabinet.) 


DOMINICK. 
Me, Princeſs! Are you in your ſenſes ? 


FERIA. 
Stay! The King cannot hear you now. 


EBOLI. 


He muſt hear me He muſt hear truth—though 
he were ten times a deity, he muſt hear it! 


DOMINICE, 


Away! away! You hazard every thing. Stand 
back ! 
EBOLI. 
Man, tremble at the anger of thy idol! J have 
nought left to hazard. (Haſtemng toward the 
cabinet. 'The door opens.) 


ALVA. | 
(Coming out, his eyes ſparkle with pleaſure, tri- 
umph is in his whole appearance—he haſtens to Dominick 
and embraces him.) Sing Te Deum in all the 
churches ! The victory 1s ours. 


DOMINICK. 


Ours ! 


Z 
z 
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ALVA. 


To all the company. Now let us in, and wait 
upon the King. (To Dominick.) You ſhall hear 
all from me in private. (They all go into the ca- 
binet. } 


END OP THE FOURTH ACT. 
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Aer. 


SCENE I. 


An apartment in the royal palace, ſeparated by an 
iron grate from a large court, in which guards are 


ſeen, walking up and down. 


Don CaxLos ſitting at a table, his head reclined 
upon his arm. In the back part of the chamber are 
ſeveral officers. The Marquis of Posa enters un- 
perceiv'd by him, and whiſpers a few words to the offi- 
cers, who immediately withdraw. He then approaches 
Carlos, and contemplates him for ſome minutes in a 
mournful ſilence. At length, the Prince, rouſed from 
his reverie, l,oks up, and perceroing him, is ftruck 
with a momentary horror—afterwards fixing his eyes 
ſtedſaſily upon him, he ſeems loft in doubt and aftoniſh+ 


ment. | 


MARQUIS. 


Ir is I, Carlos! | 
CARLOS. 


Holding out his hand to him. )—Comeſt thou even 
now to me ? That, ſure, is friendly ! N 


MARQUIS. 
I thought, that here thou mighteſt need a friend. 


NN 2 
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CARLOS. 

Indeed! And didſt thou think of that? Oh! it 
gives me joy unſpeakable.—I knew thou ſtill wert 
kind. 

'  MARQUIS. 

So have I ever been to thee, 


| CARLOS. | 
Truc! 'Tis as I wonld with it. Now we know 

each other fully. Oh, this generous commiſera- 
tion belongs to noble ſouls, like thine. For though 
among my wiſhes, ſome ſhould be preſumptuous and 
unjuſt ; yet wouldſt thou not deny me, whatever 
friendſhip could beſtow.” Virtue may oft be hard, 
but never cruel, never inhuman. I cannot blame 
thee, if thy duties claſh with my fondeſt hopes.—l 
know, that thou at leaſt wilt weep for me. 


MARQUIS, | 
—__ thou misjudgeſt me. I have not been 
unworthy of thy love. 


CARLOS. 
But] have been of thine. 


MARQUIS. 
Hear me, Carlos | I have much to ſay; and thort 
will be our time together. 


— 


CARLOS, 
Oh, ſpeak not of it !—Full well I know, that it 
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has coſt thee much. I know thy ſoft heart bled, 
when thou adornedſt thy victim for the altar. 


MARQUIS. 
What mean'ſt thou, Carlos ? 


CARLOS. 


Thou wilt thyſelf fulfil the deſtiny, which was 
too great for me. Thou wilt beſtow on Spain 
thoſe golden days, which from my hands ſhe would 
have hoped in vain. But I am loſt for ever loſt ; 
and that thou ſaweſt. Oh ! this fatal love has ſcat- 
ter'd all the early bloſſoms of my mind. Thy 
mighty hopes in me have periſhed. Chance led 
thee to the Monarch—with my ſecret thou haſt 
purchaſed his unbounded confidence, and may'ſt 
henceforth become his guiding angel. 1 am de- 
ſtroy'd ; but Spain may flourith.—Ah ! here I can 
accuſe nought, but my own mad blindneſs. I. 
ſhould have known ere now, that thou art no Jeſs 
great than tender. 


MARQUIS. 

(After deep meditation. No! That I foreſaw 

not.—[ confider'd not, that the generous ſenti- 

ments of friendſhip would lead thee farther, than 

even my own deep-laid plans of policy. I err d— 
for I forgot thy heart. 


CARLOS. 


Yet if it had been poſſible to ſpare her fate— 
Oh, how ſhould I have thank'd thee ! Could 
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I alone not bear the burden? Why didft thou 
need a ſecond victim? But no more of that—l will 
not load thee with reproach. Ihe Qucen is 
nought to thee. Thou doſt not love her. Thy 
exalted virtue ought not to conſult the petty in- 
tereſts of my unhappy paſſion, Oh, pardon me 


I was unjuſt, 


MARQUIS. 

Thou art ſo, now—Could I deſerve one of theſe 
ſuſpicions, I had deſerv'd them all—and then I 
fthould not ſtand thus before thee. Ile takes out 
the port-folio.) Here are ſome of thole letters, 
which thou cntruſtedſt to my care. Take them 
again. 

CARLOS. | 

How ! 

2 MARQUIS. 

I return them, becauſe they now may be more 
ſafe with thee. 
CARLOS, 

What meaneſt thou? Has the King not read 

them ? Did he not ſee them ? 


MARQUIS, 
Theſe letters ! 
CARLOS, 
Thou didſt not ſhow them all to him? 


MARQUIS. 
Who told thee, that I ſhow'd him any one ? 


I 
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| CARLOS. 
Can I have been deceiv'd?—TIt was Count Lerma. 


MARQUIS. 

He! Now all is plain.—Count Lerma !—No. 

He has not learnt to lye. "Tis true. The other 
letters are in the King's hands. 


| CARLOS. 
(After looking at him à long time, in ſpeechleſs aſto- 
niſi ment. — But wherefore am I here? 


MARQUIS. 
Leſt thou ſhouldſt a ſecond time make an Eboli 


thy confidant.— | 
CARLOS, 


(As if awaking from a reverie. Ha! now, at 
laſt—now it is manifeſt, as is the light. 


MARQUIS. 
(Going to the door. Who comes? 


SCENE II. 


The Fokukn. Duke of ALva. 


| ALVA. 
(Reſpectſully to the Prince, but turning his back on 
the Marquis. Prince you are free. The King has 
ſent me to announce it to you, 
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MARQUIS. 
His Majeſty may pardon, or may puniſh, at his 
pleaſure; all my ſurpriſe is, that the Prince is 
freed, ere I have had an audience. 


ALVA. 
"# Still diſregarding the Marquis.)—And I eſteem 
myſelf moſt fortunate, to be the firſt, Prince, to 


congratulate 
CARLOS. 


As yet I neither know, why I have been arreſted, 


nor why declared at liberty. 


ALVA. 
Through an error, Prince, to which his Majeſty 
was hurried by ſome—traitor. 


5 CARLOS. 
But it is by the King's command, that I am 
here ?— | 
ALVA. 


Yes; a command reſulting from this error. 


CARLOS, 

When the King ſo errs, it well becomes him to 
repair the fault in perfon. I am Piulip's ſon. On 
me the eyes of envious curioſity are fix'd. I will 
not be thought to owe to your protection, what the 
King's duty urges him to perform. I am ready to 
appear before the Cortes. From an unworthy hand 
I'll not receive my ſword. 
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ALVA. 


The King will not heſitate, to grant your High- 
{nels a requeſt ſo juſt—if you will but permit me to 
conduct you to him.— 


CARLOS. 


1 ſhall remain here, till the King comes to lead 
me from my priſon. Go! Take back that anſwer! 
(Alva retires; but remains ſome time in the court, 


giving orders to the guards.) 


SCENE III. 


CarLos, Marquis of Posa. 


CARLOS, 


What means all this? Inform me. Art thou 
not the miniſter ? 


MARQUIS. 


Thou ſeeſt, I have been——Oh, Carlos, it has m 
ſucceeded! Now is my wiſh accompliſh d. Heaven | 
be prais'd, it is accompliſh'd, 


CARLOS, 
Accompliſh'd ! What? What is accompliſh'd? 


(Taking him by the hand.)—Thou art faved, 
Carlos.—Thou art free—and I— 
00 


| 
| 
MARQUIS. | 
| 


| 2 CARLOS. 
And thou! ; 
MAR GUIs. | 

Now, now I preſs thee to my breaſt, with the 
full right of friendſhip—a right, which J have pur- 
chaſed with all that's dear to me. O, Carlos! 
How great, how lovely is this moment of ſelſ- 
approving joy 

CARLOS, 

What ſudden change is in thy features! Thy 

breaſt heaves proudly, and thy eyes dart vivid fire ! 


MARQUIS. | 

Theſe are the tranſports of ſucceſs. My career 
is ended. Now 'tis for thee, to enter the race of 
glory. We muſt part, Carlos. Oh, be a man! 
and whatſoc'er thou heareſt, promiſe me, that no 
ſorrow, unworthy thy great ſoul, ſhall make that 
parting painful. Ours is a long and dreadful ſepa- 
ration, Fools call it an eternal one. (Carlos drops 


his hand, and remains with his eyes; fixed on the Mar- 


quis, SW continues.) Be a man, Carlos! I have 
reckon'd much on thee I have not even ſhunn d 
to paſs with thee this laſt and awful hour. Yes, 
Carlos, L have rejoie'd to paſs this hour with thee.— 
Come ! let us fit down, I feel myſelf weak and ex- 


hauſted. (They . ſeat themſelves—Carlos till conti- 


ming bt in deep and ſilent melancholy. )—Where art 
thou ? Thou anſwereſt not. —1 will be brief.— The 
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day after our laſt meeting in the Carthuſian mo- 
naſtery, the King ſent for me. Of that conference, 
thou know'ſi, and all Madrid. But thou knoweſt 
not, that thy ſecret even then had been betray'd to 
him; that letters, found in the Queen's ſcrutoire, 
were brought in evidence againſt thee ; that I 
learnt this from his own mouth; and that 
he choſe me as his confidant.— Ves, Carlos! 
with my lips I broke my faith. I myſelf directed 
the plot againſt thee. Thy ſecret was already 
known ; denial would have been too late. All that 
remain'd to me, was to fruſtrate his revenge—and 
thus did I appear thy enemy, only to ſerve thee more 
effectually - Thou hear'ſt me not 


| CARLOS, 
Go on! I hear thee. 


MARQUIS. 

Thus far, *twas well. But the unaccuſtom'd 
beams of royal favor betray'd me to the world. 
The rumour, as I had foreſeen, ſoon reach'd thy 
ears—yet I, ſeduced by a falſe tenderneſs, and 
vainly wiſhing to purſue my enterprize alone, con- 
ceal'd even from thy friendſhip, the dark and ha- 
zardous deſign, This was the fatal error! Here 
I fail d—and my ſelf-confidence was madneſs.— 
Pardon that confidence—'twas founded, Carlos, 
on thy unſhaken friendſhip.—— That which 


| dreaded, happen d. Thou waſt affrighted by 


002 
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fictitious dangers. The wounded Queen—the 
terror of the court—the unfortunate officiouſneſs 
of Lerma—and laſt of all, my ſtrange, incompre- 
henſible reſerve, conſpired to overwhelm thee with 
ſurpriſe. Thou wavered'ſt—thou thought'ſt me 
loſt. Let far too noble to doubt thy friend's in- 


tegrity, thou didſt attribute to a glorious motive 


even his deſertion—nor, till thou thus hadſt juſ- 


tified his breach of faith, wouldſt thou believe him 
faithleſs. Then 'twas, that forſaken by him, whom 
only thou hadſt loved, thou ſought'ſt the Princeſs 
Eboli.—— Alas! thou ſought'ſt a demon; for ſhe 
it was who firſt betray d thee. (Carlos farts up.) 
I ſaw thee haſten: to her—ſad forebodings ſtruck on 
my heart—I follow'd thee. It was too late. I 
found thee proſtrate at her feet. The terrible 
avowal had paſs'd thy lips. There was no way to 


fave thee. — 


2 _ 
No! no! Her heart was moved. 


MARQUIS. 
Darkneſs o'erſpread my mind. I ſaw no clue to 


guide me from this labyrinth—no help. Then, 


blinded by deſpair, I ſpurn'd the dictates of huma- 
nity—and rais'd my dagger againſt a helpleſs 
woman. - 'Even in that moment did -a glorious 


thought beam on my ſoul—a thought inſpired by 


Heaven for thy ſalvation. Could I miſlead the 


King? Turn his ſuſpicions againſt myſelf ? 
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« Howe'er improbable, they would rouſe his ven- 
e geance.—Be it ſo !—Whilft he pauſes, trembling 
* at this imagined treachery, Carlos is ſaved for 


Flanders.“ 
f CARLOS. 


And didſt thou-didſt thou that ? 


MARQUIS. 


I wrote to William Prince of Orange, “ that I 


loved the Queen; that I had averted the King's 


© watchful eyes from- my own conduct, by direct- 


ing them to thine; and had abuſed the Mo- 
© narch's favor, to obtain free acceſs to his conſort. 
I added, that thou hadſt learnt my paſſion, and 
* hadſt haſten'd to the Princeſs Eboli, perhaps to 
te warn the Queen—that fearful of diſcovery, I had 
*« arreſted thee, and had reſolved to fly myſelf to 
- © Bruflcls.”— This letter —— 


CARLOS. 
Thou, ſure, haſt not entruſted to the poſt ? 


Thou know'ſt, all letters to Brabant—— 
MARQUIS. = 


Are deliver'd to the King—and as it ſeems, 
Taxis has already done his duty. 


CARLOS. 
O God ! then am I loſt! 


MARQUIS. 


How, Carlos ? 
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CARLOS. 


And thou, O cruel man, art loſt with me! Such 
complicated treachery my father never can for- 
give. No, never, never! 


MARQUIS. 
Such complicated treachery ? Thou art mad. 
Who will unfold it to him? 
| CARLOS. 
Who, ſay'ſt thou? I myſelf. ( Going. ) 


MARQUIS. 
Thou raveſt. Stand back 


' CARLOS, 


Away! away! For God's ſake, hold me not! 
Whilſt I ſtay here, thou dieſt. | 


MARQUIS. 


So much the more precious 1s the time. I fil 
have much to ſay to thee. 


CARLOS. 


a me tes, ere thy doom bete is fd. 
(As he is ruſhing out, the Marguus ſeizes him by the 
arm. 

MARQUIS. 

Carlos, was I ſo ſcrupulouſly cager, when, as a 
_ thou bled'ſt for me ? | | 


P - wHtf 
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CARLOS. 
O heavenly Providence 


| MARQUIS. 
Reſerve thyſelf for Flanders. Upon thy life de- 
pends the fate of nations. My duty 1s, to die for 


thee. 
CARLOS, 


(With an expreſſion of the warmeſt ſenſibility. J— 
No! no! he will not, cannot refilt this cannot 
reſiſt ſuch elevated virtue. I will conduct thee to 
him. Arm in arm will we appear before him. 
Father, will I fay, “this was the ſacrifice of 
te friendſhip.” Surely it will move him; for he is 
not—my father is not without humanity. Yes, it 
will move him. The warm tears will ſtart into his 
eyes—and he will pardon thee and me.—(A fhot is 
fred through the grate.)—Ha! for whom was that 


intended. 
MARQUIS. 


(Sinking down. I believe—for me. 


h CARLOS. 
(Falling down beſide him, with a loud cry of grief.) 
— O God of mercy ! 
| MARQUIS. 
(With a faint voice.) He is quick—The King 
I had hoped—a little longer—Carlos—think of the 
means of flight. Do not forget—of flight. Thy 


mother—knows it all—l can no more.—(He dies 
Carlos remains motionleſs on the ground.) 
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SC EN E IV. 


Don Carlos. The. Kix enters, attended by the 

Dukes of Alva, Ferta, and MeDina SIDONIA, 
the Prince of Pa RNA, Count of LErMa, Dowt- 
NICK, ard ſeveral GRANDBEs. 


KING. 

(Starts on ſeeing Carlos, and remains a long time in 
filence; at length in a mild tone. )—Thyrequeſt, Prince, 
has been granted. Here I am come, myſelf, with the 
grandees of my kingdom, to announce to thee thy 
liberty. (Carlos lool up, as if awakened from a 
dream,. caſts lis eves alternately on the King, and on 
the dead body of the Marquis ; but makes no anfwer.) 
Receive again thy ſword.—My ſon is not in the 
place which beſt becomes him. Come to thy fa- 
ther's heart! Holding out his hand, to raiſe him 


from the ground.) 


CARLOS. 


(Takes the King's hand, and riſes, as if unconſcious 
of what he is doing; but, on the return of recollection, 
fuddenty flarts.) Murder is in thy looks. No! 
I cannot embrace thee. (Puſhes him back—the 
Grandees af pear agitated.) Are ye ſo much at- 
frighted ? Why! what horrid action have I done? 
1 have touch'd' the anointed of the, Lord! Fear 
not! I will not injure him. Look! On his 
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forehead is the damning mark. The hand of God 
has branded him. 


f KING, 
(Haflening away.)—Follow. me, Grandees ! 


CARLOS. 
Whither ?—Not from this ſpot, Sire. Delains 
him, and ſeizes the ſword, which the King had 
brought with hum.—1t comes out of the ſheath.) 


KING, 
Draweſt thou thy ſword againſt a father ? 


All the GRANDEEs. 

(In confuſion, drawing their fwords.) — Defend 

the King ! n. S! 
a : CARLOS, 

(Holding the King with one hand, and the naked 
feword in the other. Put up your ſwords! What! 
Think ye, that I am mad? No, no, I am not. 
Stand back, I pray yon. My ſtate of mind ad- 
mits not oppoſition—therefore ſtand back | What 
I have to ſettle with the King, concerns not your 
allegiance.—See ! fee! he's ſtain'd with blood! 
Here, too! Look here! This is his deed! 


| 

| | 
! 

h 

1 | 

1 


KING. 


(To the Grandees, who collect anxiouſly about him.) 

_ Retire! Why do ye tremble? Are we not fon 

and father ?—T will ſee what daring crime nature 
will ſuffer him 


_— — * oy 
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| CARLOS. 
Nature !—I know it not. Here is nought but 
murder. 'The bonds of tweet humanity are broken, 
Thou, even thou haſt rent them! I cannot honor 
what thou haſt treated with contempt. Oh, ſee! 
See here, the fouleſt deed of blood, that e'er the 
world has look'd on! Surely there cannot be a 
God, who rules this univerſe; or he would ne'er 
permit ſuch havoc in his faireſt works. There 
never was but one of human race who ſuffer'd, fo 
unjuſtlv.—And know'ſt thou what it is, that thou 
haſt done ?—Oh, no! He knows it not. He 
does not know, that he has ſtolen a life, more 
precious to mankind, more rich, more noble than 
millions ſuch as he. Like a baſe thief, he 
robbed the ſanctuary of its moſt valued gem, only 
to ſell it for a wretched price.—And muſt ] loſe 
thee thus irrevocably ?—Oh, it is horrible! 


KING. 

iu à mild tone. If I have been too haſty, 

Carlos, thou, for whom I have thus acted, ſhouldſt 

not accuſe me. | 
2299 CARLOS. 

What ! Didſt thou never gueſs, how dear to 
me was he, who here lies dead? Oh, weak in 
reaſon, as in feeling !—He who lies here—unfold 
"this myſtery, ye nobles, to your all- knowing ſoye- 
reg as my friend !—-or me he died. 
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KING, 
Ha! my ſuſpicion ! ' 


CARLOS, 4 


O pardon me, thou bleeding corſe, that I de- 
clare it to ſuch ears But let the crafty politician . 
bluſh, that his grey-headed wiſdom was over- 
reach'd even by the judgment of a youth. Yes, 
dire! We were as brothers—brothers united by 
the pureſt tics, that nature ever knit. A generous 
| friendſhip was his guide through life, and led 
him to a great and glorious death. He was my 
friend, even at the moment, when you boaſied of 
his attachment—when his faſcinating eloquence 
govern'd at will your haughty ſpirit. Whilſt you 
believed yourſelf his maſter, you were but the 
obedient tool of his extenfive projects. My arreſt 
was meditated by him, to inſure my ſafety. For 
this, he wrote the letter to the Prince of Orange. 
—0OQO heavens! it was the firſi deceit of which he 
e'er was guilty.— For me, he ruſh'd on death. 
You laviſhed on him all your favor; but he died 
for me. Your heart, your royal confidence, your 
friendſhip—all theſe you forc'd upon him ; but 
'twas for me he died. Your ſceptre was entruſted 
to his hand; he caſt it from him—and died for 
me! (The King flands immoveable, his eyes fixed 
on the ground—the Grandees obſerve him with timi- 
dity and embarraſſment.) And was it poſlible ? 
Could you give credit to ſo groveling a deception ? 

PP 2 
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How meanly muſt he have judg'd of you, to utc 
fo coarſe an artifice! You dared to call yourſelf 
his friend—and yet, you could not bear fo light a 
trial! Oh, no- No! Such a being was not 
form'd for you ! Phat he well knew, when he 
rejected all your proffer'd greatneſs. In your iron 
hand, this fine-toned Iyre was broken. You could 
do nought but murder— 


ALVA. 

Having long obſerved the King, with uneaſineſs, 
approaches, and ſpeaks timidly to hin: ire, keep 
not this deathlike filence! Look around you! 
Speak to your faithful ſervants ! | 


CARLOS. 

You once were not indufcrent to him. Long did 
you occupy his thoughts. Perhaps, even now he 
might have made you happy. Such were the bound- | 
leſs riches of his heart, that its o'crflowing liberality 
ſufficed to gratify your utmoſt wiſhes. Such the 
bright radiance of his noble ſpirit, that its reflected 
beams had deck'd you in godlike ſplendor. Oh, 
you have robb'd yourſelf of happines! What 
would you give, to form again a ſoul like his? 
Though you could recall the blooming ſpring of 
life; though you could ſilence the inexorable voice 
of fate; could live for centuries; nor yield up 
your crown till the world's final doom—it were in 
vain! You ne'cr could cual the meaneſt thought 
of his immeaſureable ſoul. Aged nature, in the 


4 
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long courſe of her exiſtence, formed but this one 
this one, who here —0 Saviour of the world! 
lies murde1'd, at my feet. (A dead ſilence, many 
of the Grandees cover their faces in their mantles.) 
O ye, that ſtand around, ſpeechleſs with terror and 
ſurpriſe, do not condemn the youth, who thus ad- 
dreſſes his king and father Look on this bleed- 
ing corſe! For me he died. —If ye have tears, if 
in your veins flows human blood, turn your eyes 
hither, and condemn me not! (To the King, more 
calmly.) Sire, you expect, with wonder, the con- 
cluſion of this bold complaint. Here is my ſword. 
You are again my king. But do not think I 
tremble at your vengeance. You may murder me, 
as you have murdered this moſt noble man. My 
| life is forfeited, I know it, —But what is lite to 
me ? Here I renounce all, that this world can offer. 
me. Go! Seck among firangers for a fon! Here 
lie all my hopes! (He ſinks down beſide the dead 
body.— At a diſtance are heard a confuſed noiſe of 
voices, a ringing of alarm bells, and the ſound of a tu- 
mul:ugus aſſemblage of men. The Grandees preſerve a 
deep filence : the King caſts his eyes round the whole 


circle ; but no one looks at him m return.) 


KING, 


What! Will no one anſwer ? Every look caſt 
on the ground! Every face covered! My ſen- 
tence then is paſt. I read it in theſe filent looks. 
I have been judged by my own ſubjects. (The 


| 
| 
| 


tumult romes nearer— A murmur is heard among the 


Grandees, who caſt anxious and doubtful looks at each 
other after ſome time—) 


LERMA, 
( In a 1 voice, to the Duke of Alva. — Theſe 


N announce rebellion. 


ALA. 
I fear ſo, 
FERIA, 
Is not that the alarm ? 
Several GRANDEES. 


Aud —haſftening to the windows.) — Tis the 


nlarm It ſounds from every ſteeple. 


LERMA. 


; They force their re ng are coming hither. 


SCENE V. 


The Foxmer. An Orricts of the Life-Guards. 


OFFICER. 
(Ruſhing in.) — Rebellion! Where is the 
King? (He makes lis way through the crowd, and 
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advances toward the King.) — All Madrid is in 
arms! The mad populace and ſoldiery, by thou- 
ſands, haſten to the palace. "Tis rumour'd, that 
Prince Carlos is arreſted, and that his life is threa- 
ten'd. They demand to ſee the Prince alive; or 
all the city will be ſoon in flames, 


All the GRAN D EES. 
Save — Save the King! 


ALVA. 


(To the King, who remains ſilent and unmaved.) 
—Fly, Sire! Your life's in danger. As yet, we 
know not, who has arm'd the populace. 


LERMA. 
Haſten through the ſubterrancous paſſages ! 


ALVA. 


(To the King. Lou anſwer not. Rebellion, 
Sire !—Rebellion !—Tou are ſtill filent ! 


KING, 
(Awaking from his reverie, and advancing with 
dignity.)J—lIs my throne yet firm? Am ] yet ſove- 


reign of this land? No, I am not. Theſe cow- 
ards weep, moved by a boy. They only wait the 
ſignal to deſert me. I am betray'd by rebels. 


ALVA. | 
Sire, what a dreadful thought ! 
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KING. 


There ! There, knee] before the youthful Kine | 
l am forſaken old and deſenceleſs! | 


ALVA. 


Is it come to this? (To the Grandees. )—Nobles 
of Spain! (They all kneel before the Ring, with 
their ſtvords drawn. Carlos remains on the ground, 


beſide the dead body.) 


| | KING. 

' (Tearing off his mantle, and throwing it from 
him.) —Cloath him in this royal purple—and bear 
him in triumph over my inſulted corſe! (He 
faints, and falls into the arms of Alva and 
Lerma. ) 


LERMA. 
Help! Help! For Heaven's ſake, help ! 


FERIA. 
O God! How fatal an event 


LERMA. 
'He faints— 


ALVA. 


Tis but a ſwoon. Say not a word of it—Upon 
your lives, breathe it no farther ! 
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LERMA. 


Rebellion in the heart of his capital—and the 
kingdom without a head! 


ALVA. 


Who fays that? (He leaves the King in the 

hands of Lerma and Feria.) Attend on him, 
whilſt I reſtore peace to Madrid! Eæit Alva. 
The King 1s borne off, all the Grandees accompanying 
hin.) 


SCENE VI. 


CarLos, Don Lovis MERCA DO. 


MERCADO. 


(Enters, a few minutes after the departure of the 
King. He hoks round him with apprehenſion, and per- 
ceiving Carlos ſtill lying beſide the dead body, remains 

ſome time in ſilence, unperceived by him. At length, 
Carlos looks up, and Mercado addreſſes him.) —l 
come from her Majeſty, the Queen. (Carlos turns 
away his face, without anſwering.) My name is 
Mercado: I am phyſician to her Majeſty : this is 
the token of my commiſſion to your Highneſs. 
(Showing a ring — Carlos remains ſilent.) The 


« Q 
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Queen is anxious to ſpeak to you this day. Confi- 
derations of importance 


CARLOS. 


Nothing in this world is to me important. 


| MERCADO. 
The directions leſt by the Marquis of Por — 


CARLOS. 
( Starting up haſtily.)—W hat ſay'ſt thou ? Come, 
inſtantiy! 


MERCA PDO. 


No, gracious Prince! Not yet. You muſt 
wait 'till night. Every avenue is watched, and all 
the guards are doubled. It is napothble to reach 
that wing of the palace unpercciv'd. You would 
riſk every thing | 


CARLOS, 
But 
| MERCADO. 
Only one way remains, which the Queen has 


thought of. This the commitſions me to tell you. 
—But it is bold, ſtrange, and adventurous, 


CARLOS. 


And that 1 
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MERCADO. 

A report has long prevail'd, that in the ſecret 
paſſages of the palace, the departed ſpirit of the 
Emperor, dreſs'd as a monk, fiill walks at mid- 
night. The people give credit to this tale; and at 
theſe poſis, the guards with terror take their ſta- 
tions. If you determine to aſſume this dreſs, you 
may paſs freely through the guards, and reach the 
Queen's apartment, which this key will open. 
The holy dreſs will protect you from all interrup- 
tion. But your reſolution, Prince, muſt be im- 
mediate. You will find the gown and maſk laid 
ready in your chamber —I muſt haſten to bear 
your anſwer to her Majeſty. 


CARLOS, 
And the time ? 
MERCADO, 
—ls midnight. 
CARLOS. 


Say, that ſhe may expect me. | Exit Mercado. 
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SCENE VI. 


Don Cak Los. Count LErMa. 


LERMA. 


Save yourſelf, Prince! The King rages ſu- 
riouſly againſt you. Your freedom, if not your 
life, is menaced. Aſk me no farther queſtion. I 
have ſtolen ſecretly away, to warn you. Fly, fly 
without delay! It yet is time. Soon, it will be 
too late. n e e e 

cARLos. | 

I refign myſelf to the care of Heaven, 

LERMA. 

The Queen juſt now informed me, that you 
would leave Madrid this very day, and fly to Bruſ- 
ſels. - Delay it not. The tumult favors your 
flight. For this purpoſe, it was excited by the 
Queen. No one will now dare to uſe violence 
againſt you. At the Carthuſian monaſtery, poſt- 


horſes are in readineſs; and here are arms, if you 
ſhould need them for defence, (Giving him à dag- 


ger and piſtols.) 
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| CARLOS, "Ot 00 
WN | Lerma, ig am benin indebted to 
you. 


S 
” 1 * 
* & : * # i F 4 - 


\ LERMA. «ot. 

py Sans attend your journey! The. ſtory which 
you to-day related, has moved my inmoſt ſoul, 
Never was ſuch cxalted friendſhip, There is no 
patriot that does not weep for you. More I dare 
not ſay, 
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Count, my murder'd friend call'd you an ho- 
norable man, 


- 2 


Wb. 8 A wi 

LERMA: 

Once more, ſucceſs attend you! Better times 
will come; but I ſhall, be no more. Accept y 
homage now ! ( Kneeling. LF. 


CARLQS. 

( Ralſing lim.) Not fo—Not 10, Raps I ;am 

too much moved nila 
LERMA. 


King of my. children! Oh my children will be 
permitted to die for you I am not. But: d 
thoſe children, remember me May you return 
in peace to Spain. May you, on Philip's throne, 
feel as a man; for you have known what tis to 
ſuffer. Attempt no bloody deed againſt your fa- 
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ther. No, Prince !—Philip compell'd his father 
to yield up the throne: and this fame Philip now 


trembles at his ſon. Think, Prince, of that !— 
And ſo, may Heaven conduct you! (He departs 
haſtily. Carlos goes a few fteps, but ſuddenly re- 
nerning, kneels down, and embraces the body of the 
Marquis. "Then takes a ring from one of the An- 
gers, and farting up, haftens out of the room.) 


SCENE VII. 
The King's Antichamber. 


Pveting. The room 1s lighted. A greal number of 


"Grandtss. ALva and FERIA enter, in conver- 
fation. 


ALVA. 
The city is now tranquil. How did you leave 


| the — 


ln a mii idreadful ſtate of mind. He has ſhut 


bimfelf within his chamber; and whate'er may 


happen, will admit no perſon to his preſence. The 
treachery of the Marquis has changed at once his 
nature. 
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ALVA. 
I muſt to him. I cannot now regard his orders. 
Lhe great diſcovery which I have made-—— 


FERIA. 
A new diſcovery ? 


ALVA. | 
A Carthuſian monk was ſeen by my guards to 
ſteal ſecretly into the Prince's chamber, and in- 
quire with anxiety about the death of the Mar- 
quis. They ſeized, and put him to the torture: 
when he confeſs'd, that he had papers of great 
importance, which the deceaſed had enjoin'd him 
to deliver to the Prince, if before ſun-ſet he him- 
ſelf ſhould not return. 


FERIA. 
Well! 


ALVA. 


Thete letters mention, that Carlos is to leave 
Madrid ere morning. 


FERIA. 
What! 


ALVA. 


That a ſhip lies at Cadiz, ready to carry him to 
Fluſhing. 
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FERIA. 
Ha fn 
ALVA. 
Other letters announce, that the fleet of Soti- 


man will fail from Rhodes, according to a pre- 
concerted plan, to attack the Spaniſh force in the 


Mediterranean. 


FERIA, 
Is it poſſible ! 


2 AI vA. 
Hence, too, I learn the ſecret object of Poſa's 
travels through all Europe. It was no leſs, than to 
arm the northern powers, in the cauſe of Flan- 
ders. There is, beſides, a complete plan of the 
war, which was to ſeparate ſor ever the Netherlands 
from Spain. Nothing is overlook'd, all power of 
oppoſition calculated, all the reſources of the 
provinces moſt accurately ſet down, all the max- 
ims which muſt be followed, and all the treaties 
which remain to be concluded. The deſign is in- 
fernal ; yet tis combined with the moſt wond'rous 


judgment. 
| FERIA. 
What deep-laid treachery ! 


t ALVA. 
There is alſo ſome alluſion to a private confer- 
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for it admits not of delay. The moments, as 
you ſee, are precious. 


| {il 
ence, which the Prince is to have with his mo- 1 
ther, on the evening preceding his departure. 1 
| 1 
: FERIA. 1 
How! This very evening? 1 
ALVA. | 
{| 


' 
Yes. And ] have iſſued orders on this ſubject; | 
f 
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( Advancing toward them. )—Wohere is the Prince? | 
Are no meaſures taken to ſecure him? | 
| | 
FERIA. i 


| (To Alva. Have you provided for that 


| 
ALVA. | 
I ?-No. 
-DOMINICK. 


Think you, the King is not in danger, whilſt 
this madman remains at liberty, and arm'd ? 


- Ap 8888 * * 
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ALA. 
(Going. ſhall proceed directly to the King's | 
cabinet. | Fo 
FERIA. 
It is in yain. The doors are lock d. | 
R R 1 
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ALVA. 


I muſt then force them open. The impending 
danger will juſtify this violation of reſpect. The 
King muſt be preſerved As he is going toward 
the door of the cabinet, it opens, and the King comes 


out.) 


SCENE IX. 


The King. The ForMts. 


(All the Grandees make way reſpectfully for the 


King, who enters as in a dream, fixes his eyes on the 
earth, in ſilence, and at length breaks into an excla- 
mation. Earth! Reſtore to me thy dead ! Give 


him back to me again ! 


' DOMINICK. | 
(In a low voice, to Alva. peak to him! 


5 i = 
le died deſpiſing me. Give him back again 
Let him learn to think of me more nobly. 


1 ALVA. 
(Approaching with timidigy. Sire 
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KING. 
Who ſpeaks to me? (He looks, g long while, 
fternly around the circle of the Grandees.)—Have ye 
forgotten who Iam? Why are ye not upon your 
knees before me? Creatures, as you are! Iam 
yet your King. I will fee in you ſubmiſſion. Do 
all contemn me, becauſe one 


ALVA. 
Sire, think not of that unworthy man! 


KING. 


Unworthy! Who is the madman, that dares 
allow himſelf ſuch ſlander ?—Unworthy ! By all 
my hopes of immortality, it were more difficult 
for thee to equal him, than to attain to ſpotleſs in- 


JlOCENCE, 


ALVA, 
Grant us a hearing, moſt gracious Sovereign. A 
new enemy has riſen in the heart of your em- 
pire, more formidable than this. 


FERIA, 
| Prince Carlos 


KING. 

He had a friend, who dared encounter death for 
him—A friend, with whom I would have ſhared 
my kingdom, O ſhame, thou fiend-like torturer 
of ſlaves, why glows thy ignominious flame in 
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royal cheeks ?—Sacrificed to a boy! Diſgraced in 
the face of my whole kingdom! Rejected as a 
low-born wretch—as an intruder on his friend- 


ſhip !— 


ALVA. 


Do you no longer know us, Sire? Not know 
your faithful ſervants? 


KING. 


With what contempt did the boy look down on 
me! How proudly was he inflated by this prefer - 
ence! His boundleſs grief confeſs'd the greatneſs 
of his loſs. No! It was not a phantom, to which 
he would have ſacrificed his life, his hopes of em- 
pire. He knew his laſs He knew, that even upon 
a throne its recollection would be miſery ! - - 


_— 


DOMINICK. 
(To Alva.) Duke, we muſt delay no longer 


KING. 

Oh, I would give the wealth of India, could 
he be reſtored again to life! No! Power, thou 
canſt not ſtretch thy arm into the tomb canſt not 
recall the fleeting ſpirit! The dead return not to 
us. — Which of you now darcs tell me, I am 
happy? It was your falſchood, which deceived 
me. The empty tinkling of your praiſes ſtruck my 
car. You made of me an idol, before which you 
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knelt—The grave holds him, who ſcorn'd to flatter 
me. What care I for the living? One man 
alone, one free and noble being, lived in all my 
empire. And he deſpiſed me. 


ALVA. 
Spaniards, our lives are uſeleſs : let us die at 
once! Even in the grave, this man poſſeſſes the 
King's Heart. 


KING. 


Why died he not for me? I loved him, greatly 
loved him. He was to me as a ſon. In his young 
mind, methought, there beam'd to me a new and 
| beauteous morning. He was the firſt object of 
my admiration, and nobly would I have recom- 
penſed him. Though Europe curſe me, I have 
deſerved gratitude from him. | 


DOMINICK. 
By what enchantment—— 


KING. 


And to whom did he thus ſacrifice me? To 
my ſon? Oh, no! I'll not believe it. A Poſa 
would not die for him. A Poſa's heart was too 
vaſt for the poor flame of friendſhip. It beat for 
human kind. His love embraced whole ages: 
yet he refuſed that power, by which ages might 
have been benefited. Did friendſhip cauſe in Poſa 
this treaſon againſt humanity? No. It was not 


30 DON CARLOS, 


Carlos, whom he preferred to Philip, but the young 
pupil, to the aged monarch. The father's ev'ning 
ſunbeam could not ripen the glorious product of 


dis mind; therefore he look'd toward the orient of 
the ſon. Oh, it is clear—undoubted! They 


waited but for my death. 


ALVA. 
Behold, Sire, the proofs of your opinion, in 
theſe letters ! 


KING, 


— Bat did he not miſcalculate? Yes! I thank 
thee, Nature! I fill exiſt—ſtill feel within my 
frame the ſtrength of youth—Ha! I will turn 
their ſchemes to mockery. His virtue ſhall be 
made an empty dream; and his imaginary joys 
ſhall all be o'erwhelm'd with ruin—The world is 
yet my own: and [I will fo deal forth my thunder- 
bolts of wrath, that on the barren ſpot which 
they ſhall ſtrike, no plant for centuries ſhall flou- 
Triſh. Id the Duke of Alva.) What ſaid you of 


the Prince? Tell me again! What are theſe letters? 


ALVA. 
They contain, Sire, the legacy of the Marquis 
to Prince Carlos. 


- KING. 
(After reading the letters.) Send for the Grand 
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Inquiſitor. Say, I requeſt an hour's conference 


with him. (One of the Grandees goes ou, Ile King 
again peruſes the. letters.) — What! This very 
night ? 


TAXIS, 


As the clock ſtrikes two, poſt-horſes are order'd 


to be at the Carthuſian monaſtery. 


ALVA. 
And my ſpies obſerv'd, that various articles 
mark'd with the Prince's arms, were carried to 
the ſame monaſtery. | 


FERIA. 

It is ſaid, too, that great ſums have been raiſed 

in the Queen's name, among the Mooriſh agents, 
to be ſent to Bruſſels, 


KING, 
Where did you leave the Prince ? 


ALVA. 


Remaining by the body of the Marquis. 


- DOMINICEK. 
Which he may now perhaps have quitted for bu- 
ſineſs of more importance. | 


. KING, 


Is there fill light in her pavilion? 


| 
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ALVA. 


All is filent. She has diſmiſſed her attendants 
ſooher than uſual. "The Ducheſs of Arcos was the 
laſt, who left her, and then the Queen was faſt 
afleep. 

(An officer of the Life Guards enters, approaches the 
Duke of Feria, and whiſpers ſomething to him. The 
latter, much ſurpriſed, turns to the Duke of Alva, and 


ſome others collect round them.) 


FERIA, TAXIS, DOMINICK. 
How ſtrange ! 


* KING. 
What is the matter ? 


FERIA. | 
Something, Sire, which 1s ſcarce credible. 


DOMINICK. 


Two Swiſs ſoldiers, who have juſt now quitted 
their poſts, report. —The tale is too ridiculous. 


KING. g 
Well! 
; ALVA. | 
That, in the left wing of the palace, the Empe- 
ror's ghoſt appeared, and paſſed them with a flow 


and ſolemn ſtep. This report is confirmed by all 


the centinels, who are placed near the pavilion: 
: | 
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and they add, that it vaniſhed in the Queen's | 
apartments. . 

FERIA, 
It cannot be a mere deception. 


KING. 
In what dreſs did he appear ? 


OFFICER, 
In the monk's habit, which he laſt wore, in the 
convent of St. Juſt, 


KING. 

And did the guards know him when alive? 
They could not otherwiſe determine, that *twas the 
Emperor. 

OFFICER. 


That he was the Emperor, was evident from the 
ſceptre, which he bore. 


DOMINICK, 
"Tis ſaid, he has been often ſeen, in the ſame 
habit. 
KING. 
Did no one ſpeak to him ? 


OFFICER, 


No perſon dared. The affrighted ſoldiers utter'd 
a prayer, and reſpectfully made way for him. 
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| KING. 

And the apparition was loſt in the apartments 
of the Queen. | 
| OFFICER. 
In the Queen's antichamber. 


KING. 
— (After à pauſe to the Grandees.) — What ſay 
you ? | 
ALVA. 
Sire, we are ſilent. 


| KING. 2 
(To the Officer. Let all my guards be under 
arms, and watch every avenue to that wing. I am 
deſirous to ſee this ghoſt. | Exit Officer a Page enters. 


PAGE, 
The Grand Inquiſitor, Sire. 


KING. 


(To the Grandees. Leave us | 

(The Grand Inquiſitor, an old man of ninety, and 
blind, enters, leaning on a flaff, and conducted by two 
Dominician friars*. The Grandees fall on their knees, 
as he paſſes, and kiſs the hem of his garment. He gives 
them his bleſſing, and they depart ; the King follows, 
bolts the door after them, and returns.) 


* The order of the Dominicians was particularly connected with 
the inquiſition, and much employed in its ſervice. It is ſaid, that 
their founder firſt eſtabliſhed that formidable tribunal, T. 


SCENE Xx. 


The King. Grand IxavisiToR, 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
Am I in preſence of the King ? 


KING. 
You are. 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
That, I never more expected. 


KING. 


Methinks, I now renew the early years of youth, 
when Philip, the Prince Royal, ſought counſel of 


his inſtructor, 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
My — Charles, your illuſtrious father, never 


needed counſel. 


KING. 


Hle was the more fortunate. I ſent for you, be- 
cauſe I have need of your affiflance, 


GRAND INQUISITOR, 
of the church's, or my own ? : 
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KING. 


Of the church's power, and your advice. —I 
have committed murder, and fince that time, my 
mind has known no peace. 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
What was your motive for that murder ? 


KING. 
Unexampled treachery.— 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
I know it. | | 
| | KING. | 
What know you ? From whom learnt you it ? 
and. how long ſince ? 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 


Years ago, I knew, what you have learnt, for 
the firſt time, this evening. 


KING. 
You knew this man, then? 


5 GRAND INQUISITOR. 
His every action is noted in the ſacred regiſters 
of our tribunal. 


n | 
And yet you ſuffer'd him to remain at liberty? 
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GRAND INQUISITOR. 
The chains, in which we held him, were certain, 
though inviſible. | 
KING, 


He had already left the limits of my kingdom, 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
Where'er he went, I watched his ſteps, 


KING. 


You knew into what hands I had fallen—why 
did you not warn me ? 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 


Why did you not conſult us, ere you entruſted 
yourſelf to him ?—You yourſelf knew him. A 
fingle glance unmaſk'd to you his hereſy. Why 
did you defraud the holy office of its victim? Are 
we thus trifled with? When majeſty deſcends to 
ſuch concealment; when kings are double- 
tongued, and league themfelves, in ſecret, with 
our worſt enemies, what muſt be our fate ? If one 
finds favor, why ſhould thouſands periſh ? 


KING. 
He too 1s ſacrificed. 


* 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 


| No! he is baſely murdered. An aſſaſſin's hand 
has ſhed that blood, which ſhould have flowed to 
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honor us. He was ours — What can juſtify this 
bold invaſion of our rights ? He but exiſted, to die 
through us. It was the will of Providence; that, 
in the puniſhment of his vaunted reaſon, he ſhould 
afford a terrible example to theſe times. We 
ſhould have expoſed him, torn limb from limb in 
horrid torture, to the infulting mockery of the 
multitude. Such was my long premeditated plan: 
years were employ'd to ripen it, and in one ſingle 
inſtant 'twas deſtroy'd. We have been robbed, and 
you have but an Shen yourſelf in blood. 


KING. 
Paſſion impell'd me to it—Oh, "FO me 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 


- Paſſion ! Is it a youth, that ſpeaks to me? or 
have years pafied o er my head alone? Paſſion 
Oh, grant freedom to thy ſubjects, if thou are 
art thus enſia ved 


Wy | | KING. 
In theſe. things I am but a novice. Bear pa- 
tiently with me ! Es 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 

No! I am ill pleaſed to ſee you thus diſgrace 
your former merits. Where is that Philip, whoſe 
ſoul: was once unalterably fix'd, as the polar ſtar 
of heaven? Was all the memory of preceding years 


obliterated ? Was the whole world new moulded, 
I 
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in that moment, when you ſtretched out to him 
your hand? Was all diſtinction between good and 
evil, between truth and falſchood, at once thrown 
down? What then is refolution ? what is firm- 
neſs? what is the faith of man, if in one weak, 
unguarded moment, the labor of threeſcore years 
ſhall be annihilated ? 


KING, 


His looks deceived me. Pardon this frailty, 
from which you are free. Your eyes are cloſed 
againſt the world. 


GRAND INQUISITOR, 

What was there in this man? What attraction 
had he to boaſt, before unknown to you? Were 
you ſo ignorant of the power of enthuſiaſm ? Was 
your ear a ſtranger to the language of theſe fancied 
reformers of mankind? If your conviction is 
ſhaken by a word, why have you ſentenc'd thou- 
ſands to the ſcaffold for no other crime ? 


KING, 
1 need a human being, not a Dominick— 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 


Human - beings ! They are to you mere inſtru- 
meats of greatneſs. Mutt I repeat leſſons of policy 
to my aged ſcholar ? He, who would be an earthly 
deity, muſt not indulge mortal defires. Re- 
member, that to weep for human feelings, is ta 
acknowledge others as your equals ! 
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KING. 

Yes! I am but a man—I feel it. Thou re- 
quireſt of the creature, what none but the Creator 
can accompliſh. | 

GRAND INQUISITOR, 

No, Sire. I am not to be deceived. Your views 

were ſeen through—you would have freed yourſelf 


from our dominion. Our chains preſs'd heavily 


upon you. You would be independent—but we 
are avenged. Be thankful to the church, which 
puniſhes you with the mildneſs of a mother! The 
erring choice, which it permitted you to make, 


was your own chaſtiſement. Now, that you have 


been inſtructed by experience, return again to us! 


If I had not this day appear'd before you; to-mor- 


row, by the God that lives, ſhould you have ap- 


pear'd before me. 
KING. 


Prieſt! Reſtrain thyſelt ! I will not ſuffer it. I 


will not hear ſuch language. 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
Why, then, would you call up the ſpirit of Sa- 
muel ?—lI have anointed two monarchs of this em- 
pire. I hoped. the labor of my days was ended: 
and it pain'd me, when verging on my hundredth 
year, "to find I had lived in vain. Pardon me, 
therefore, Sire! and fay, why was I ſummon'd 
hither ?. My time is precious. I wiſh not to repeat 
this interview; 
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KING. 


One word—it is the laſt and I then ſhall leave 
thee to thy higher deſtiny. Therefore, be peace 
concluded betwixt thee and me. What is paſt 
ſhall be forgotten: and weagain are friends. 


1 GRAND INQUISITOR: 
When Philip bends ſabmiflively— 
KING, | 

My ſon is ſuſpected of defigns againſt my throne. 


GRAND INQUISITOR: 
On what do you reſolve ? 


- KING. 
On all, or nothing. 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
What mean thoſe words ? 


KING. 
He muſt eſcape, or die. (A pauſe.)—Can you 
invent a creed, by which the murder of a ſon ſhall 
be diveſted of its horror: 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
To appeaſe eternal juſtice, the Son of God ex- 
pired upon the croſs. 
| KING. a 


And can you ſpread this creed throughout all 
Europe? 
TT 
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GAND INQUISITOR. 
As widely as the croſs is worſhipped. 


KING. 
| Offended nature will not be bribed to ſilence. 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 


When faith commands, the voice of nature is 
not heard. 


KING. 
I refign to you the office of the Judge. I cannot 
now retreat. 
GRAND INQUISITOR, 
Let me decide upon his fate. 


KING. 


He is my only ſon !—-For whom have I thus 
labor'd ? | 
GRAND INQUISITOR, 


Rather for the grave, than for a heretic. 


KING. 
Your ſentiments are mine. Come with me, 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 
Whither ? 
IG. 
To receive the victim from my hand. (He leads 
him away.) I 
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SCENE KI. 


The Queen's Apartment. 


Don CaxLos. The Queen. Afterwards the Kixs 
with Attendants. 


CARLOS. 
( Dreſſed as a monk, with a maſk in his hand, and 


a naked ſtword under his arm. He advances toward a 
door, which opens, and the Queen comes out with a 


light. He ſinks on one knee.)—Elizabeth ! 


QUEEN, 
Do we thus meet again ! 


CARLOS. 
We do thus meet again ! (A pauſe.) 


QUEEN. 


Riſe, Carlos ! Let us not increaſe each other's 
grief, The mighty dead will not be ſolemniſed by 
fruitleſs tears. Tears flow for petty ſorrows. He 

offer'd up for you his being. With his dear life he 
purchaſed yours, and by this mighty price ſtamped 
on it a new value. Shall his blood have flowed in 
vain ? No, Carlos! I have pledged myſelf for you. 
On that aſſurance did he depart more joyfully. Oh, 
do not falſify my promile ! 
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CARLOS, 


I will raiſe to him a monument, nobler than 
monarch e'er pofſeſs'd.- Over his aſhes ſhall bloom 
a paradiſe. 

QUEEN. 


Such was my wiſh! Such was the noble pur- 
poſe of his death! He appointed me to watch 
over the fulfilment of his plans. Remember them ; 
and diſcharge your awful oath. —Yet one more 
bequeſt your Cying friend entruſted to me. I gave 
my word; and whereſore ſhould I ſwerve from it? 
To me did he reſign his Carlos defy the cenſure of 
the world; and will no longer tremble before man- 
kind. Carlos, I have dared to meet you at this 
lonely hour, My boldneſs is that of friendſhip. — 
He called our paſſion virtue—and I believe him, 
My heart ſhall tpeak— 


CARLOS. 


Hold! Mother! Let not untruth contaminate 
theſe lips. You knew that godlike man, Eliza- 
beth ! The woman, who deſerves my adoration, 
cannot deſcend from him to me. — Mother, we will 
not deceive ourſelves. Long was I ſunk in a de- 
luſive dream—the dream of love. Now, now l 
am awaked. Forget the paſt !—Here are your 
letters, Deſtroy my own, Dread nothing more 
from my emotions : they are extinct. A purer 
fire glows through my whole exiſtence. My pat- 
ſion dwells in the filent tomb; mortal deſires ſhall 


DON CARLOS. 325 


no more find place within this boſom. (4 pauſe 
ie takes her by the hand.) I came to bid farewell 
to you. 
QUEEN. 
(IWith firuggling emotions —her eyes turned away, 
and her voice faultering. )—Carlos !— 


CARLOS, 


Be not aſtoniſh'd, mother! This victory has 
not coſt me even a pang. I have learnt that there 
are joys more high and heavenly, than thy poſſeſ- 
ſion. A few hours have borne me farther in the 
career of glory, than all my former years. Hence- 
forward, my life will have no ſolace, but the re- 
membrance of his friendſhip. This, this will be 
the great reward of all my labors. I need no 
other recompence.—Mother, you make me-no re- 
ply ! | 

| QUEEN, 

Regard not theſe, my tears, O Carlos. I cannot 

reſtrain them. Believe me, I admire you. 


CARLOS, 

To you alone our bond of friendſhip was re- 
veal'd. This thought will make you dearer than 
the whole world to me. But if Providence cer 
place me on the throne, my father's widow ſhall 
be ſacred. (The King, attended by the Grand In- 
quiſitor, and ſeveral courliers, appears in the beck 
part of the chamber, without being percerved by the 
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Queen and Carlos.) TI haſten to leave Spain; and 
never whilſt I live ſhall I again behold my father. 

Nature is extinct within my boſom. Be you again 
his wife—his ſon is loſt to him for ever. I fly to 
fnatch an injured nation from the graſp of tyranny. 

Madrid ſhall never ſee me more, but as her king. 
—And now a long farewell! ! (They embrace.) 


' QUEEN. 
0 Carlos! how my inmoſt ſoul is moved !—1 
cannot, dare not ſoar to ſuch a height of greatnels 
—but I contemplate your noble mind with wonder. 


* ,", CARLOS. 


"Am I not firm, Elizabeth ? I fold thee in my 
arms, and waver not. But yeſterday, the ſound of 
the laſt trumpet ſhould not have torn me thus 
from thee. ( Withdrawing from her embrace.) Now, 
that is paſt, and I defy all mortal danger. I have 
held thee in my arms, and waver'd not.— Hark 
What noiſe was that ? 


QUEEN. 
What 1 ö 
CARLOS. 


Heard you not ſome one breathe behind us ? 


Hark! 4 (4 clock ft les. P] 


Þ: 
N QUEEN, 


1 hear nothing, bat the dreadful bell, which tolls 
our ſeparation. 
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CARLOS, | 
Adieu, then, mother! From Ghent you ſhall 
receive the firſt letter, which will make known my 
ſecret enterpriſe. I go to dare King Philip to an 
open conteſt. Henceforth, there ſhall be nought 
between us, at whoſe diſcovery you need tremble. 
Adieu! This is my laſt deception. (Taking up 

his maſh = the King fleps between them.) 

KING. i 


It is thy laſt. (The Queen ſinks down in a ſivoon. 


. CARLOS. 
(Rufhing forward, and catching her in his arms.)— 
She is dead !—O heaven and earth 


KING. 
(To the Grand Inquiſitor. J—Cardinal ! I have 
done my duty.—The reſt is yours. [ Exeunt. 
| THE END. 
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